a 


As it is Aaed at shia 


oH E ATRE RO Ya f 
By her Neelys Servants, 


;  Wristen by Mr. Tho. DUrtey. 


LONDON: 


Print for Bernard Lintott, and fold by Sazel Clark, at the ae 
Corner of Exchange Alley i in Birchin Lane, Francis Faucet in ~ ae 
the New Exchange, and Lucas Stowkey over againtt the Mews ‘ : 
Gate at Charing Crofs. Soe 


; ie: ¥ te | Price Is. gays GOORIE 


+ a @Qy =eab* 


a 
« 
rad 
va 
e 2 
‘ 
\ 


VtEsy . = 
’ : De 
, : te F 


a oa ry 
—_- 
~ 
~ 
e 
N 
Ad . 
a 
6 . 
a . 
N 
' 
7 . 
. 
. 
. ‘ \- 
. eo ; 
’ 
4 . e 
f t . 
. 
‘ = 
‘ 
’ Ng e 
‘ S 
- - . 
oe a 
-, cw 
5 . é 
’ $ ‘i 
3 « 
‘ 
- 
- ty 
> was 
ae ° 
eet 
. er; 
e 
\ : 
s , a 
. 
. 
’ * . 
’ ' 
- 7 o 
’ 
=~ 
‘ 
. 
‘3 = 
+) 
, 
. . wa 
. 
. 
« 
- 
. 
. = : 
f) 
‘ : 
. - i 
Need w = . ry ® * 
- * . “ 
= a ‘- 
‘ 
si ‘ 
. : 
. - ‘ ’ 
om ~ * 
— 
. . 
, 


. 


| 7 To the Iluftious PRINCE : 

Cc H ARLES,. 

DUKE of RICHMOND : 
aid LENOX, ©: 


EARL of MARCH and DARNLEY. 


_ BARON of SEMYRINGTON and METHYEN, 
| AND —¢ 


Krighe of the moft Noble Order of the Garter. . 


| My Lorp, 


Moft bumbly beg your Grace to forgive the Prem 
fumption of this Dedication, and to let. me be 


(fo far oblig’d to your Candor and good Nature, . 


to accept this Comedy as a particular Mark of my 
Duty and Veneration :. I could not mifs this oppor= 
tunity. of making my Inelinations publick, nor can,” 
I doubt but that the. fame indearing Affability which 
| fines from your Grace upon all the World, wii at 
prefent cherifh a little this Poetical Ambition in. 


— me, 


7 ee x 


| I is not, my Caad sila aa oth Saif. | 
faction, that I know fome of the Scenes of this Piece 
were [0 happy to caufe your Diver fion, and i ingage 
your Liking, when it had the Eonour of “your Grace's - 
— Prefence at the time of Action : > your obliging Conm 
fure and Incouragement, not only at that time doing 
‘me a noble Favour and Benefit, but alfo brought 
— frefh. into my Mind the Idea -of former Majefty 
of Glorious Memory, from whom you bad your In 
— Lnftrious Being, whofe excellent Temper, join'd with 
admirable Judgment, would often, like another” 
Apollo, gracioufly infpire the. adventrous Mufes, 
Camongft. whofe encourag’d Band, mine was not 
the leaft bonourd with bis Favour ‘and Indulgence ) 
- And whonow, methinks, each happy Day, I bebold 
anew in. your Grace's Perfor and Character. ‘ 
I fhall not inquire of any ill-naturd Critick, whe- 
ther this Comedy- -be good or no, neither wanting, 
nor caring for bis Opinion, it being fufficient to fic 
my Credit, that it was read and put to the Teft-be= 
fore fome of the beft fudges the Stage has, and re=. 
—ceivd with general Liking by both Honfes, before 
the Attion; and the the. faulty length, a-Rock 
which fometimes (do what wecan_) we cannot fave 
our felves from fplitting on, and _fome il Perfor~ 
mance of under Parts; made that ; part of it tedious 
the cid Day ; yet I make no doubt in the reading, 
the 
gst | 


DEDICATION. a 
tbe Plot and Humors being. obferved and dige Ned, 
your Grace will find t the Honour Joe did it was not 
altogether loft. | 

It ws not every Poet's Talent, my Lord, in thie 
Age, to invent a good Plot, or “adorn bis Play with - 
that material Decoration fo proper, and fo applanded 
_in former Times; yet'that there is one in this, I 
dare afirm.: And thofe that will but be pleasd care~— 
fully to-read the firf Ad, mill find a Story.not only. 
intricate and difficult to he contriv'd, but divertive 
and full of Variety. And as’ for that part of the: 
Audience, whofe Heads full of volatile Chimeras,. 
_expetting other fort of flafhy Entertainment, mould. 

not let’em mind the opening of it, and fo confequent- . 
loft the Connexion, and indeed the Pleafuae of she: 
falloming Ads, I am. not mortified at: all at their 
Cenfure, I pe the Nicenefs of their Palates very: : 
well, and dare. be fo bold to fay, can pleafe’em at 
smuch cheaper rate, than with a good Plos and Cham. 
ratter ; but muft beg leave to-bint, as once a fam 


‘mous old Author did — the very “rr 


. I gave em Meat, | 
~ But they would ‘Acorns eat : 

‘Still undiftinguifh’d by hae vicious. Tat | 
= auen choice Pomgrana, Ore. | 


Hlowever,. . 


DEDICATION © 
However, to countervail their illnefs of Appem , 
‘tite, another part of thofe that faw it were well 

enough fatisfied with their Collation, and Tas much 
“pleas'd that it was not diftafiful-to “em. 
— And bere I believe it a-Duty incumbent on me to 
acknowledge alfo, that as I thought my .felf very 
bappy in the Honour your Grace did me, fo was I 
infinitely oblig’d by the uncommon Favour and Orna= 
ment fome noble Ladies of the firft Rank, as well as 
others, were pleas'd to confer ; which extraordinary 
Conde|cention, as the Beauty of their Perfons and Me- 
rit will be renowwd for ever; fhall perpetually bave 
-. place in my grateful Memory. And to conclude, this 
“Trouble given your Grace, I beg leave to affure you 
 dikewife, as lafting fhall be my Wifbes for your 
’ Health, Happinefs, and increafe of Honour, who am, 


_ My Noble Lord, | 
Your Grace’s moft humble, i 


~~ and. obedient Servant, 


“0° ho, DUrfey. 


PROLOGUE 


" . Spoken by Mr. Pinkeman.. 


Or conld be founded with Italian Squeaks, - 

We might fuppofe this Play would laft fic Weeks.. 

But fince that only can your. Mirth provoke, | 

And you grow weary of Grimace and ‘foke, : a 

| We too must try to traffick crofs the Water, : k ¢ | | 
} 


li Comick Scenes cond pleafe like capring Tricks, = : - 


Five hundred raife for fome rare foreign Matter,. 
A Portion for an Englifh Farmer's Danghter. 

But ther you'll fay, that we mui all- confefs | | | 
Tis for the Nation's -Fame, why truly yes s_ 7474 ae | 
Jntine of War, when Gold’s of ufe to fome, ? , | 


1000]. given tunefully from home, 

Shews us the richeft Fools in Chriftendom. 
Ab! fad, fad times, for fince thefe things muni. be, 
What is become, good Sirs, of Comedy? = ; 
le ort, I mean, what will become of me? a : 
Tou know the Talent given to honeft Wills ~ ~ a Le 
Ton know to play the Fool I have fome Skill, | a 
But a-meer Devil at Italian Trill. . * 4 
For fhould you put my Voice to quaver fmall, ~~ 

How like Midnight Grimalkin fiould I fquawl 2° 

No, "tis the rarechigh Notes that fire your Blood, 

And rare high Words too, tho not underftood. 

For bating fome few Travellers come home, = = |. 

Who have for breeding’ made the Tour of Rome, 

Each Ditty, chanted by the dear bought fair, | 

lt Arabick to all the Fudges there: ° | : 

Tet thefe- ftrange times, fo much our Pains ye wrong, — 

| Both half a Feft will do, and half a Songs 

And truly to be™ plain,. as things go now,» = 

I fear from us.too, half a Feft must do. ae 

Our Overfeers too cherifh Refornation, a | 
And turn to bumble Bees the Maggots of the Nation's. 


Frome 


oN 


The Prologue. 


» Brom all our Plays fo flice the pleafant Stuff, . 

They hardly leave a Whim to make ye laugh. 

Our late abfolving Saint new broach'd this Trade, — 

He that late, huge, falfe Ditionary made, - 

And left Reforming to be better paid. ae 

Time was, when merry fokes Diverfion made ye, ~ 

And without caufing Blufh cow'd pleafe my Lady,  . 
Now frigid Elders have baptiz'd ‘em Bawdy. — 

— And if our comick Scene a Coxcomb fhews, 

For fear the Figure fhould offend fome Beans, 

Pen gives a great-long Dafh, and out it goes. 

TR’ word Cuckold too, the. ftaple ‘Feft oth’ Town 

Is crofs’d quite out for fear a Spot be thrown 

To foil.the Bur of fome warm CityGown, | 


* 


Then for fham Oaths, fuch as adzooks, igad, _ 


| They foratch ont Shoals of ‘then: as they were mad: | 

Luake at each Page where the word Devil abounds, » 

And ftart, as foard out of their Wits, at Zounds. 

| So much reform'd is now our Stage become, — 
That every Play that comes corretted hoxic, — 

. For want of Humour, ‘Feft, Conceit, or Satyr, 

op Character, and fuch divertive: Matter, 

Cut, feratch’d and mangled, whether Verfe or Profe, 

Like a main'd Statue in a Garden fhews, —- 3 

With Hands broke off; one Foot, and half a Nofe, _ 

Or tatter'd Fack-a-lents that Fields adorn, 

“Set up to feare the ‘fackdaws from theCorn, = 

- Ket this Wit-clipping Age,' would Criticks chufe, - 

Like friendly Allies to alffift the Mufe, ~= = = ~~ . 

Our Poet could not by mean Cenfure fall, 

But like Bavaria, they're for Empire alls 

_ And Tyrant like, difdaining mod'rate Sway, 7 
- As ‘twere a German Town, attack each Play. > 

If fo, for Aid he humbly fues to them .- 

— Who hope to rout the French, to vote for him; _ 

And then, when we our Common-wealths Man fhew, 

Aud Country Gatty with her Furbeloes - : 
Lf Plot, Wit, Humour can ‘Attention draw, 

Yow jhall diverted be without Sol fa. — - 


mi 


, x [Ve 


os : x SO i. 


_E pL 


EPIEOGUE 
Pm “he By Miés Gatty. ak oe 


Eliev'd from Guardian. and: my childifh Gown, - 

R The Country Dirt brufbt off, juft jozg’d to Town; | ¢ 
F got to th’ Play-Houfe ftraight, and paid my Crown. -* > 
‘A fearce fat down,. when th’ Poet of this Day ~& _*4s “4 
Broe'd me to make an. Intreft for bis Play, |  % , 
Ob law! "tis fuch a thing, what shall U fay? — . 
for Uhave vow'd to do’t, and hope V-fhall prevail 3. 5 > 
A Fifty thoufand Pound Girl, fure can’t fail, . “ 

at, tho? P'm married, and confin'd in Shew, 
There’s two words to a Bargain ftill you know. 
‘Stay, let me fee then, what kind Friends are bere, ; 


Ob! there's a Wink from one, and there's a Leer... _ (Views the Pic. 
| And there's. a Knight, ivads, a Burgefs too _ ee 

For me, and half my Sum would make black blews. = 

Vote down Court -Fav’rites, to make me a Lady: 


That Lawyer too, who that grave Figure makes; 
_ With Ink Brows, Parchment Cheeks, and Nofe of Wax; 
Oagles, as if heed give, in fome. fit place, — 
_ Abundred Pounds for pleading in my Cafe. eo 
Ods niges, but now I look a little higher, [Looking atthe middlé Gallery; 
Mong ft the good Husbands of the middle Tire, os 
nder’s.a Non Con Parfon, ——— vads tis be: 
That Catechiz’d me fo at Coventry, ~ fe 
1, — you can't know him, for he’s. chang’d to Day, 
dnd like true Shepherd cloatbed all in Grey. 
“, ——— Player Folks, teke heed, he means ye barm,, 
Don’t fwear, nor Jay, 4 Pox, for he'll informs | . 
bates al! Oaths, and fuch rude blujiring Folly 5 - oe. 
But cants and lies like any Side-box Molly. : [Pointing to the Mask&:. ' 
But, bold, yonder’s a Captain, —— that can fight, ~~ a 
Teod, be'Y threfh him; that will fet all right. x 
t me fee then, Knight, Burgefs, Man in Buffy. 
And Lawyer, all our Friends + faith tis enough s. ne 
Their Int’reft being join’d what ill can chance 2 . | ¢ s.* 


Pardon, Sir Knight, I am befpoke already. _ {[Cartfics:. | 


7 


™ 


et Cricket what-d ‘ye-callems their Spite advance; 
'ey'ue Pow'r enough to fringe the King of Frances. 
d, pray Sirs, ufe it on the Poets Score: ' : 
k 7 Y part that Vm fped, you knew before 5 a 
Y two great Works are over, 1 fuppofe, : 
% £8 @ Husband, and I’ve got new Clothes. oogle 5 
oe a . a: Drina.- 


Dramatis Perfone. 
M E N. 


‘Sir Fumbler Oldmode, a rich old covetous 
Knight, a Lover. of former a Methods| 
and Fafhions of Queen Elizabeth's Days, ver | 
zealous for his Caufe, and tho’ crippled pe a by Mr. 
the Gout, and muffled Hand and Foot, yet |. Jo = 
perpetually bufie in all. things relating to 
worldly Affairs, and getting Riches. — 
Frederick; hisSon, a young Gentleman,.a great 
Lover of Court ‘Modes, and the new Method 5 M Wi , 
of living, fomewhat extravagant, but witty,¢ 77 "7 ks. 
good natur’d, and a Man of Honour. 
Will. Oueenlove, a well-bred honeft Country 
Gentleman and Scholar, Neighbour me 
Friend to Frederick, maderate in Opinion, By Mr. Mills. 
and. pleas‘d with the prefent Reign and Po- | 
fture of Affairs, —in Love with Lucia. 
Monfieur de Piftole, a hot-headed French Mer- 4 
chant, who being of his Nation’s Party and 
Humour, decrys the War, ‘and our Proceed- 
ings: .He was c correfpondent with Sir Fam- 
bler’s Brother, Sir Lyonel,in France, who dy'd & By Mr. Bowen., ° 
there; and by him being fentover andtrufted| ~~ 
with his Will, in which a vaft Eftate 1s given 
to Gatty ; -his Defi ign is to wheedle Sir Fun 
-- bler, and get her a Wife for his Son Tomazo. } 
Tom. Piftole, al. Dou Tomazo, a young impu- 
. dent es — to Piftole; who being ] 
into. Spare by his Father, "and living 7 Years 
at Toledo, is infected with-all a Spanith f phy me Giber. 
Formalities and Follies, a great Pretender to 
—" Bufinefs and _— 


seiiaes 


>. Dramatis Perfone. 

“Mifterions Maggothead, Mayor of Coventry, a 
__ . whimfical conceited Fellow, a rigid Fanatick | - 
and Commonwealth's Man, and a great Railer 
againft high and low Churches, and Court 


Party 3 he was left Guardian to Mifs Gatty By Mr, Piinkeowau. - 


/ 


. bySir Lyonel, during his Abode at Marfeilles, 
_ where hedy’d; and being let into the Secret 
of the Will, is uneafie at Sir Feabler’s Hopes 
of an Heir, privately defigning to over-reach |. 
all Pretenders, and have Gatty for him(elf, 


‘Major Bombard, an old furly Malecontent, who 
refus'd'to ferve all the laft Reign, and now 
perpetually grumbling as uneafie in the pre- 
fent, not. being offer’d a Commiffion an{we- 


By Mr. Crofs. - 
rable to his fuppos’d Merit: . ya Fe 
Captain Crip, a London Sharper, pretending ) r Be «4 

great Civility and Modefty, and comes into RB Mr Bot, 
__ the Country with Defign to bubble Country ( °Y “** ayfe. 
Gent. at Play. . ve ; 


. Collymor Hooken,¢ & Lover of F ifhing, a 
- Jack Fowler, ; A Lover of Hunting. ‘ a 
| Toby Touch-hole, © A Lover of Shooting. 4 tofred, 


Abram, a formalold fathion’d Fellow, ws By Mr. Bullock. 
- Coubwig, Valet to Fred, airy and new fathion'd. Mr. Fairbank. 


WOME N. | 


Lady Oldmode, a Coquet, firft courted by Fred, 
_ but afterwards by her Subtilty married to Sir | 
Fumbler; yet through Fondnefs to-him, car- a ; 
Tying on red’s Defign upon his Father, coun-">By Mrs. Moor. 
_ terfeits her felf with Child, and humours her a & 
_ Husband in his antique Formalities, and .co- 
a a gy Methods. ~_ 7 ii ie =) e. - 
‘Lucia, Daughter to Sir Fumbler, Town-bred). _— 
agp en ae ¢ By Mrs. Oldfield 


alk Perfone. 


Mi ifs Cay: Niece to Sir Fumbler, being Daugh-> 

* ter to Bernard, alfo deceas’ d, his youogelt | 
_ Brother, to whotn Sir Lyonel in his Will gave 
- his whole Eftate of Fifty thoufand Pounds|. - — 


at her Day of Marriage, provided Sit Fumbler 
“had no Iffue till the Age of fixty three: Of} 

a witty pleafant Humour, tho’ childifh and pBy Mrs, Moor. 
Country-bred , and banters her coneeited} — 
Guardian with her H:tred of London Fa-| 
-fhions, to gain more Liberty cf Converfe;| 
" butin private very eager tohcar Town News, 

and very quick in making Remarks on. en, 
in Love with Fred. | cr 4 af 
Swicket, her Maid, a wanton Hoydén. 7 


- Probleme, a prating impertinent Nurfe, Lady 


 Oldmode’s Confident, valuing her felf sens Mrs. Krig 7 
Making: Medicines and Conferves. | 


| Clowns, Singers, Fidlers, Dancers, anid Attendants 


‘Men and Women. 3 


The SCENE, COVENTRE. 


Old Mode and the New, 


Country Mf with ber Furbehe. oy 


ACT IL SCENEL | 
Enter Queenlove aa Lucia. | - 


TAY, nay, your Ear a little longer, I befeech 
ye, Madam, youcan’t fure be weary fo foons 
| Qa young Lady of your Wit and Beauty fhould 
no more be tir’d with a Morning Love Addrefs, than with the 
cuftomary Prayers fhe hears; for Love is a fort of Devotion 
too, and not only fhould beget Refpect, but likewife ingage 
Patience. St. 4 7s | : | 

Lucia. Oh, Sir, the devout part of Love has been left off 
a-great while; in the good old former Days indeed, when - 
the Lover came a wooing with a Verfe out of Solomon's Song, 
_ the cafe was different; but now adays they take hints out of | 
fome Catch-book or Treatife of new Court Ditties, which 
ate all fo common, and generally fo dull, you muft not wonder 
fT fear the refult of yours. - - | | 

Queen. Madam, I'll ingage my Honour you may fafely dif 
card al] fearof me, if that give the occafion 5 for I thal] as | 

es | | B ther 


Queen. 


~~ 


| “Go Ot, | 


Tbe Old Mode and the New, or, 
a courtsye in Tow Sternhold’s grave Sonnets, nor in Tom 
Ducfey’s aity ones, being equally unskill'd in both, butif 
may, without dying your Cheeks too much in Scarlet, have. 
_ liberty so repeat the old Story, and fay, I paffionately love you, — 
' there’s the Sum total, without troubling you or my félf either, | 
about Particulars. 7 
Lucia. Oh! syou are good at - Accompts I fee, Sir, and I had 
beft call my Father, or his Steward Abram, to entertain | ye, I 
was never skill’d in Arithmetick, 
Queen. Oh! Units [know you muft underftand, and a very 
- little Pains taking, Madam, brings ye to Divifion, and: 
_ Multiplication, they are things i in courfe. 
Lucia. Nay, Mr. Queenlove, if you impofe upon my Under-: 
_ ftanding, there may be Offence, tho’ lam ignorant of the Ferms ; 
' and my Brather’s Friendthip for ye is. not warrant enough to 
allow that. | 5 
Queen. What! I hope you are not ferious. | 
7 Lucia. A little inclining, a Woman ought reafonably to.be - 
_ . fo when the’s non-plutt. 
~——- Queen. Ay, gad, but a Woman of Wit is feldom non-pluft 
with a hard word or two; for be it in what Language it will, 
if the likes the. Subje, fhe'll make a hard fhift bat. fhe’ i guefs 
at the meaning. | 
Lucia. Say ye fo, why thén your Servant. , Cie'g going. 
Queen. No, no, the Jeft muft not go fo far neither as the ~ 
lofs of your Company ---Come, [ll divert the Difcourfe, pray 
how does your Father Sir Fumbler’s. Gout decreafe, Madam? 
What new Remedys has his kind Lady us’d. of late, and how 
aré they apply’d—---Well, what think ye of this then, -~-or like © 
_ a true Country, Dunce of a Lover, fhall I look heepifhly upon 
' ye, and for want of fomethin better to fay, begin bluntly. 
_ with-—--Madam, what time of Day ist, I -befeech ye> 
=< Lucia. ‘Why, truly, in my Opinion, that’s the. beft: begin- 
ning of fuch a Folly you can poffibly ufe; there’s a good Mo- 
ral in that, for the Queftion puts ye in mind of the time ye 
lofe in what ye are going about. 
— Queen. No, hang it, to keep us from fach Nonfence, here's: 


onel fee coming will change the Scene 5 —_ Brother, Madam, 
. . who, 


Country Mifs with her Furbeloe. 3 


who, know, came hither to Day to {peak with your Father — 


about an urgent Affair, I heartily with him well upon a dou- 


ble Score, and hope he has fucceeded. 


Lucia. 1 much fear it, my Father’s Hamour and his being © 
fo quite contrary. | 7 ee ee a 
‘Queen. Sure the natural Indulgencies of the Soul decay by 
the Afflictions of the Body, elfe how is’t poflible fo accomplifhe. 
a Son as he fhould mifcarry in his Father's Love ? He is per- © 
haps fomewhat too greatly minded, his Soul a little too Jarge 


. for the Confinement of his Fortune; he loves all courtly Plea- . _ 
{ure at any rate that the young. aad gay are delighted with, _ 


but what of this > 


Lucia. What of this! and ‘my Father hates all this, and loves | 


nothing but old fafhion’d former Methods, the laudable Cuftoms - 


- of the old Houfe, as he calls it ; and whilft this Humour lafts, 


there’s but fmall hopes my Brother’s Bufinefs will thrive: And 
that you may be convinced of this, Sir, ll leave ye to him; 


for befides your making me blufh with the pretty Harangue 


I know you'll have about me when y’re together, there’s 


“Mrs, Probleme,. my Mother-in-Law’s Nurfe.and Confident, I — 


fee coming with him; and-I'd no more hear the Stuff fhe talks - 
every Minute, than ['d be condemn’d to hear a lewd Play that 
ded at the Quarter Seflions. -  FExst Lucia. 
Queen. Well, Little Love, be my Pilot, IE have courted her 
this two Years, tho’ ignorant of her Fortune; and thanks to’. 
my Stars, have now fome reafon to think there’s hopes I may. 

fucceed happily; for tho’ her Modefty,: join’d with her cau- | 
tionary regard of our Sex,. feem’d.to oppofe and tofs my 
Heart a little, her fmiling Eyes yet fhew’d a Calm approach- 
ing, that may be kind, and let me find my Harbour. — 


the virtuous, religious, and ingenious Grand Jury have explo- | 


_. Enter Frederick and Probleme. © : = 
Fred. Well, well, you have refrefht my Memory, and I. 


- begin now to believe your Qualificationsextraordinary, which 


cannot be doubted, you being not only my Lady my Mother- 
in-Law’s Nurfe and Dottrefs, but alfo her Confident ; your — 
Name too is memorably Hiftorical ——Mrs. Mrs. Pugh -—— I ~- 
am familiar with it, Mrs. —— : e _ 

. _¢ * * » Be Prob. Pro-— 


NA 
‘The Old Mode and i i Or,. 


Prob. Probleme —— Probleme —— what, Qarve me, isit pofe. 
fible, Squire, that fo {mall a time's Abfence can make ye forget” 
me and all former Kindnefles >? When you were a little one 
_E was your late Mother's Woman fifteen Years, and émploy’d 


aa in the neareft Offices.about her: I have fav'd ye many’ a 


- whipping, you naughty Wags, you ——and j is my Name al- 
-moft forgot now ? . 

Fred.. No, no, the Name of Probie mutt be iemaeidboed 
whilft Ariftoile $ is in Vogue; for if I recolle@ rightly, I have- 
feen it before a notable. piece of natural Philofophy. 
Prob. Y're in the right, the Problemes of Ariftotle, ay, ‘tis. 


5 pretty well penn d that; but burn me like a Toatt, I can mend: 


him in a great many things there. _ 
Fred. Ha, ha, ha, ha, “her Amendments muft needs be di- 
vertive — What, my deat Queenlove, art thou fo near, then. 
ill Fortune I defy thee ; hark ye, Wid, this is Mrs. Probleme, 
an extraordinary Virtuola you mutt know, —— your Honour — 
toher. [He bows] Quickly -—— humh——Mrs. ieee this: — 
isa Gentleman that -——.__. | 
Prob. Pho, what care I for his being a Gentleman : > Is he 
| ftanch, found at bottom, will he hold Water? . 
Fred. Ah! Heart of Oak, true.as Steel I warrant thee:;. -what,, 
you muft needs know Mr. Queenlove.. : 
Prob. Ha! What the Son of the great Queenlove of War- 


, wmickfhire~--ay, “tis fo, it muft be he, I know him now 


by the Mole on’s Nofe ---- Excufe me, Squire, 1. muft. falute. 
ye —- Why thou art.as *twere my.own Child; about fome. 
_ two and twenty Years ago, béfore I was eg ta to my late. 
Lady Oldmode, Lliv'd two Years with Madam Queenlove your 
Mother ; thefe very Breafts fuckled ye, ye young Rake ;, ah, 


 bleft be her Memory, fhe was.a good Woman, and_I. ‘mutt. 
>. confefs [learnt all my Skill in Conferving and Surgery from. 


"her: Odsme, fhe would make your Jelly and-all manner rof Patte, 
‘twould do your Heart good to taft thems, and then for heal-- 
ing Balfoms, and concocting of Juices for.a Diachilon Plaifter,. 

the World had not her Fellow. 

Queez. Oh! your Servant good Mrs. Probleme, the has had a. 

Monument already, thank. _ —r— and for ‘wy part—— 

| Prob. And: 


ian MMs: if wish i F “arbeloe. 


Prob, And for your part, I had the firft Charge of ye from: 
the Midwife by your Mother’s {pecial Command: ’*TwasI that: 
indulg’d and moulded ye for the Comforts of this fine World. 


| P ——and you too, Friend, for all 'm.almoft forgot.. 


Queen. Fine World, gad. this fine World having two facts : 
Companions in’t to mifchief a poor Mortal as the Flefh and 
' the. Devil, I don't know whether 1 oughit to thank ye for in-- . 

dulging me in itorno 

Fred. Very true, Mrs. Probleme, nor does tlie Kindnefs. yout . 
did me oblige me neither, fo much as you imagine; the World. © 
indeed indulges us young Fellows, with a Bottle and: good’ 
Diet tolerably well, and isa Mother good: enough: And: as: 
for the Devil, I have. no reafon to complain as yet; but for 
the Flefh, it puts me fo. in mind of my Father’s begetting me,, 
and his Peacocks Humour of hating and deftroying.the incli- 
nations of thofe he has ingendred, that it pulls” my Fancy: 
- even to the Pleafures of dear- Woman kind, fo that my — 
for Thanks on this. sacar is. not fo very extraordinary, I a 
mutt tell ye. Pe 

Prob. Hah! —— how's “that, you hate the Flefh moftally, F 
warrant, and-you, long Chine, do ye. ‘tis very wells. why how: 
now ye arch Hypocrites : 3 what! ftarve me, d’ye banter mé,. 

Queen. Ha, ha, ha, ha, —I Fred, d’ye abufe your old Friend: 
' that hasdone ye fo many Favours when you were a Yonkcr, hah: 

Fred: Favours, what, to choak me with Nettle-top Porridge: | 
in a Morning, and. at Night a damnable. Medicine fer: the: 
~ Worms. : 

Prob. Worms, oh! ye young Rakes, you have fo many- 
of ’em now in your Heads, that ‘twould be a-hard matter, F- 
believe, for any Medicine to tid’em eafily, but no more of. that : 
Good lack, the naming of Medicines has put me in mind of: 
- your Mother's agen, efpecially of yours, young Sir, that.taught: 
‘me ——~ Well, reft her Soul, fhe was the moft. admirable Maker: . 
of the Wound Drink, or. inward Bruize in the Univerfe, that’s: 
certain ;: I have the Receipt as ready by Heart as.my Prayerss. 
— You fhall hear-the variety of Ingredients, Gent... Let me {co—~. 

Queen. So, much: good may’t do- ye with. your. Wortns:- 
ria you mutt be giving Hints, amuft-ye > a 

Jy. 
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Prob. Take of Bugles, Southern Wood, Mugwort, Sinckfoile. 


Dandelicn, Ribwort, White Bottles, Daizy Roots, Egtemony, 
Bramble Leaves, Wild Angelica, Mint, Scabius. 


| Fred. ds Heart, this is worfe than a Welch Genealogy, 
Prob. Self-heal, Woodbit , Honyfuckle Buds, Hemp, Sa- 
necle, and Cumphry, cf each two Handfulls; then there's — 


Devils bit the beft of all, a foot fo fovereign, that they fay _. 


the Devil bit off half the fick that srew, to prevent the em 
Adefign’'d by it to the World. 

Queen. The Devil he did, ——— wou’d he had fadtnwed all 

| = re{t on’t too, for fome prefent Reafon that fhall be name- 

oo 

- . Prob. ‘And now I have told ye the ‘Simple, ta {hall hear 
the ey sarees Gent. is 
Fred. Oh! 
Prob. Take a Gallon of your delicate — Water, a Pint 
- and half of fine Bermudas Lime Juice, two Quarts of. the beft — 
_ pure Naats Brandy, the fame Quantity of right Langoon White- 
wine, or Briftol S erry, ay, or two Quarts of each —— hold | 
that will make-—— 
_ Fred. An excellent Bowl of Punch I gad, Mrs. Probleme, that 
lll fay for your Medicine. . 

‘Queen. Ay, and if the Dofe be taken heartily —' “twill make j 
one drunk too. 

Fred. Well, well, I will believe i it however an excellent Re- 
ceipt thy own way ; but prithee, my Bofom Secret, lay it by 
at prefent, and here being none but Friends now, let me know 
what good News thy kind Lady has fent“to allay the Curfe of 
my Father’s ill ufage of me this Morning ; does our Plot thrive 
rarely about her counterfeiting her felf with Child > Does the 
{well gradually, and the Feathers in the Cufhion on her Bell 
encreafe weekly as they ought--— an —— may dear Dottrefs, 
what fay{t thou ? : 

_ Prob. Why then all things are as your Heart can with, ye 
_ Sinner you, and without the paltry Device of Cufhions I'd have 

-you believe toos you know your Father's Humour of loving old. 
 afhions, and of feeing his Lady drefs her felf i in ‘the antique 3 
a :; his famous Queen ERzabeth. : 

7 | Fred. Oh! 
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Fred. Oh! I have feen her in’t often, her Head and Neck 
ruffed round with ftarch’d Laces, Lawns and Cambricks, and - 
her Shoulders with Wings, as' if fhe were to fly ; and then to 
make the Grotefque Figure more {pacious and goodly, as he calls. 
it, her Hips encompafs'd. with a prodigious Fardingale. _ 

Prob. Well, ftarve me, but that Fardingale has done us 2: 
Kindnefs now however, for by that means we have us‘d ne'er _ 
a Cufhion ; then I have taught her to puke and whine fo na-. | 
turally, and fo long too, that he expects every Day when fhe'lk — 


cry out; and then, my-mad Spark, you know what follows;;°. 


—— well ——look out aPurfe forme, d’ye hear, for Pm going: — 
to your Father with new Tidings: And you long Chine — drink. 


Probleme’s. Health, d’ye hear, next time you treat the Taylor's: 


Wife with a Bottle of Malaga at the three Cranes in the Poxl--_ 
try, ha, ha, ha. oe ae [Exit Prob.. 
—- Queen. Ha; ha, ha, I find there’s as certain a Correfpon-.- | 
dence between the Whores, the Nurfes, and the Midwives, as- 
_ between the Merchants here and abroad,- and they are equally. 
induftrious too to promote their feveral Occupations: But lea- 
ving her to her medicinal Faculty, let’s come to thy parti-- 
cular Affair,. dear Fred, the Myftery of this Child-counter--. 


feiting, and the reft of the Story between thee and this buxom: — 


Mother-in-Law, is a Secret thou haft often promis‘d me to. par- - 
take of, tho’ we have yet wanted Opportunity. —_' _ 
_ Fred. And ’twas only then, ‘as thou fayeft, the want-of Op-- 
portunity ; for be aflured, dear Will, my Breaft retains no Se-- - 
eret I would not-entirely commit to thine, and think it fafe: 
asin my own. [They embracé.] To begin then, I muft owm 
I always had from my Infancy, .as well as now, a Icathing of: 
my Father’s fordid Humour and Method of Living, tho’ ever: 
dutiful to. him in all things elfe; fo that as foon as I could: 
write Man, unable to Jive at home, I recciv’d what {mall Al-- 
lowanice he thought fit to give me, and went to London; I had: | 
two Uncles then Merchants at Marfeilles in france; the one,..- 
whofe Name was Sir Lonel, extremely rich; but the other,. 
call'd Berzard, being unfortunate by Loiles at Sea, wholly had. 
his Dependence upon him for fome Years paft; and both.now: 


lately dead. ey eee ee 
| ; a Queen. This: 


Oo. 
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Queen. This part of your Hiftory I am acquainted_ with, I 
know too this generous Sir Eyorel, feeing your Father’s cove- 
tous Temper, bought ye an Eftate here in Warwick/bire of eight 
hundred a Year, and as ‘tis reported, defign’d ye his Heir at his 
Death. a i. ara =o 

Fred. There never was any thing more cominon than that - 

Rumour at firft, tho’ now ‘tis otherwife believ'd, — yet to dif 
cover the true Legatee, is now the main Secret Iam hunting 
for. .. My Father to indulge his covetous Humour, always keep- _ 
ing it clofe both from me and my Sifter; the Will being fign’d — 
too privately beyond Sea, and intrufted only to the Charge of ~ 
one Monfieur de Piffole, a French Correfpondent of his, who 
brought it over, and alfo thé Contents of it by Letter to the 
- Mayor here of Coventry. - . _ 

Queen. Two moft worthy Perfons truly, if Report does 
not belye them. ) : an oe 

Fred. Thou fhalt hear — Now this Mayor was at that time 
made Guardian to a Daughter of my Uncle Berzard’s, call'd 
Gatty, a pretty young innocent Country Girl, that I have late- 
ly made fome foolifh Love-tenders to; for ‘tis fhe we now, 
and not without fome reafon fufpect to be the Heirefs, tho’ 
one thing balks us in our Hopes there too ftrangely, 
Queen. Hold, Friend, one thing comes into my Head, in © 
~ which I may chance to help yes for.you muft know this doubty 
Mayor you were {peaking of, imagines me his Friend, and often 
trufts me with troublefome Secreef;° 1 am even weary. of hear- 
ing, efpecially relating to Government, and his damn’d Common- 
wealth Principle ; and nowI think on’t, I have often heard 
the democratical Rogue give hints about his Ward Gatty, and 
with what a golden Face Fortune lookt toward him, — and that 
there would an Hour come, and fo forth, ——— but prithee what 
is this main thing that balks your Hopes in the Bud? — 

Fred. Why, ata part of the Will which .we have certain 
Information of, in which my Uncle Sir Lyowel gives to my Fa- 
‘ther’s next born, ‘provided he married again and had any, 
before his Age of fixty three, the whole Eftate, —— fo.that to 
give at to that and to Gatty too, puzzles me fo I know not 
what to think on’t. = | | 


a eS -Lucen. And 


iis M; lif al ber Furbeloe: 


Queen. And this indeed may be the reafon of your Father’ Ss - 
_ -vent'ring agen into the matrimonial Noofe. 7 


Fred. Y're in the right, for up he comes as much Poft as 
his Gout would let him to Town, pretending Money Affairs 


with me, and the hearing of my extravagant Living was the- 
Caufe, but the real inteat quite contrary,:——tho’ to confefs ° 


a fill youthful Error loving to live well, eat, drink, and 


keep the beft Company, I had taken up five thoufand Pounds 
upon a Mortgage of my Eftate, which he had heard of, and | 
“you mutt think was prepar'd with a paternal Lecture for me. 


Queen. No doubt on’t, it being fo conn aieoly, to his own 


Method. - 
Fred. Well, Thad a fetch of Wit ready for him however ; 
for courting at that time a certain Boza Roba, whio was’ fur= 


-nifh’d- both with Beauty and Senfe, and who at firft I was in- 
-duc’d to think a confiderable Fortune, [ impos’d upon his Be-- 


lief that the was fo refolv’d in. the Love of ancient Fafhions, 


oy a 


and of his provident Humour, that the had quite converted 


me; thea tagging the end of my Difcourfe with a little cant, 


his way, I clearly, diverted the Storm for. that time.. 


Queen. Why here the. Weather clear’d up well cnoigh, 


. —— wha followd > 


‘ 


_ cal Year drawing on, had found her out, courted, and newly ° 


Fred. Strange, ftrange Events, dear Wil, that will provoke - 

_ 7 thy Wonder, as, well as try thy Patience: This Damzel, thatI — 
had fpent the beft part of my five thoufand Pounds upon in 

courting, whom I found afterwards to be a fham Fortune, hear- 


ing me fometimes in our Quarrels twit’ her with it, took an oc- 
cafion one Day abruptly to change her Lodgings, kept from 


me fix Weeks together, my Father being ftill'in Town, and I 


not -hearing from her all that time, nor “knowing the place of 
her Aboad, till one Evening fitting at home mufing on the mat- 
ter, who fhould bolt in and furprize me,- but the “Lady Jed by 


my,Father; who, it feems, upon his belief of her Aflets, and 
her Concurrence with his Humour, encourag’d too with fome . 


Thoughts about my Uncle’s Will, and knowing his climacteri- 


married her. 


Rucen; atau: eer is this a2 prefent Metiestindaelt > 


Fred. The 
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Fred.-The very individual fame, Friend, upon‘my Pisidiies 

I cannot defcribe my Surprize to thee, it being beyond it; well, 

in fhort, he carries her down to his Eftate, I foon after very. 

| melancholy went to mine, fince when, five Years have very 
nearly flipt away ; when my’ Father failing in his Defign of -. 


Children, yer refolv’d-to revenge himfelt upon my Exttavagan- © 


Cies, as hé calls it, another way, liftens to'a Treaty made by | 
“the aforefaid Frenchman, in faveur of his Son, a Fop that: 
has been bred in Spaiz, and now fent-for over fora Bribe of — 
Jewels and a Sum of Money, to conclude a Match between 
him and Mifs Gatty. 

'—— Queen. Oh! we fl have an Englith Rapier clath with a Spa- 
~ nith Toledo tather than faffer that. 

_. Bred. No, Friend, Fortune at the laft pinch help'd me toa 
better way, —— For whether fome bleft Vifion influenc’d my 
quondam Miftrefs, my now Mother-in-Law, in one of her good- 


. natur’d Fits, ‘or whether the had not Power to ceafe. loving me, 


when fhe confider'd fome hopeful Minutes fhe was to have with 
me, and thofe now {pent with my old Father, what ‘twas. I 
know not, —— bit one Day fhe fent mea tender Letter, de- 
firing only perfeverance of my Love for an “Anfwer, and fhe 
would from that time counterfeit her felf with Child, & amufe 
my Father, and balk the Frenchman and his Son’s Proceedings, 
. by producing, if requir’d, -a Country Woman’s Child whofe 
Birth would be juft at the fame time expe@ted. This canfing 
‘a whole turn in my Affair, you may think I acknowledg’d 
gladly ——and in which Bufinefs to do her Juftice, fhe has - 
ever fince faithfully proceeded, and to Night, as I guefs, in- 
tends the feign’d crying out, it being juft at the expiring of 
my Father's 62d Years after which fhe privately comes to me, 
where we are to contrive to get a better infight into the Will, 


and if Gatty be the real Herrefs, to fteal her away and-mar-— | 


her. 
"as Why, this is a Story fo intricate and divertive, the 
Comedians of the Town will thank thee for’t, to make ufe of 
in their Drama ; but prithee what could this old Few of a Fae. 
_ ther fay to thee this ial Pas defir d; 1 fappote, the Will 


— mig be produc’ d. 


Fed. Yes, : ' 


Country Mifs with .ber Furbeloe. 11. 
Fred, Yes, but only as if it were on my Sifter’s Accompt, 
for my own part, F own’d fhamefully all my juvenile Faults, | 
and beg’d Pardon like any truant School-boy, —— yet tho’ he 
was muiied from Hand to Foot roaring with Pangs of the Gout, 
which one would have thought {hould have ftirr’d fome good 
Nature in him, yetall I could get from him was, Sirrah, pay © 
your Debts, get the Mortgage Money ready, you have nothing 
todo with a Letter in the Will, let the Mortgage Money be paid. | 

Queen. Unnatural Mifer! well, I hope his Lady will make 
thee amends ‘for all,*who, but that fhe is thy Father's Wife, — 
and I know thou ufeft a Confcience in wenghing, ought to ~ 
have the firft Payment in another kind, if it were only out 
of Revenge. - aie _ |e Ss | 

Fred. Oh! that were revenging my felf upon my felf; no, 
‘fet.him proceed in his Barbarity, 1'll work againft him by Wit 
but not by Villany, tho’ I contefs I fuf{pect fome amorous Ex- © 
pectations are the true Ground of my Lady’s Proje and Kind-. —- 
nefs, but that let time make out. —~ Come, Friend, you mutt — 
go home and dine with me, my Coach is ready, and-I have | 
fome excellent Burgundy, a piece of good Venifon, and thrée 
or four choice Country Humorifts, will divert thee beyond 
any Comedy, befides a hearty welcom from thy Friend; come 
prithee let’s be gone out of this ungrateful Air of hisold Houfe, 
a pox on’t, I can.fmell the mufty Bed-mats, and Kitchen-dref-" 

fers, above halfa Mile beforeI comesto’t.. ——- Pew 
* Queen, Well, get you before, I have my own Coach here, — 
and will follow prefently, but two or three Minutes longer . 
~ flay will be requilite, for I think I fee. the Magiftrate coming 
_home yonder we were talking of; ay.——— ’tis he, and the reft 
of his Crew in the cuckoldy Formalities: Away, away, perhaps 
[ may get fomething out of him may do thee Service. 

Fred. Behold, a true {tigmatiz’d Figure in Epitome of the 
~ Roguery of his whole Se&@; Ch! Exgland, Exgland, how do | 

thefe Caterpillars abufe thy Bleflings. ee te 
_ Exier Maggothead, the Mace before him, and follow'd by - 
. - Alder mez. ek : 

Maggot. Fudas, carry in the Mace, and {o worthy Brethren 

-*farewel.. [They take leave of hin.) Oh! Mre Queenlove good 
_ morrow. . C2. Queen, OL} 
-_ 


12 The Old Mode and the New, or, ~ 
—— Queen. Oh! what my Man of Power, Mr. Mayor of Coven- | 
dry? your Servant, your Servant, —— pray what makes Autho- 
rity. out of the Chair fo early, —— fome great good .is doing 
abroad for the Nation, I warrant. | | 

“Maggot. Ay, Ay, we ‘had need be early ftirring, if ‘twere 
only to prevent the King-lovers and Queenslovers from ruining — 
the good People of the Nation; pray who was that f{neak’d 
from you at the fight of me, he had the flafhy Appearance of | 
Sir Fumbler’s extravagant Son; ods pretious, I thought you had 
- been wifer. than {till to keep Company with Tories, Monar- 
chy Men, Atheifts, Promoters of the high Church, as the 
- Varlets call themfelves, tho’ they never come within the Doors 
" of any; I thought,.I fay, you had been better refolv’d, you 
_know I have often advisd you like a Friend, you know ’twas 
- good Council too, and yon know me, Safe’s my Word, fome 
_ wifer than fome. a? ne 

Queen. Oh}. I fee you are upon the old Strain ftill, ewery 
- Dog’s a Mungrel with you, that does not come ont of your 
* own Kennel; but for all this barking again{t King-loyers and 
Queen-lovers, Monarchy will flourifh, the headlefs Monfter 
fhall make no ufe. of the Sting in his Tail, growl-as you 
pleafe 7 / 2 wp eet 
|! Maggot. Headlefs Monfter, —— hold, not fo faft I pray; he 
that rallies the Head; and neglects the reft of his Body, fhall . 
J not call him a Fool;. Mr. Queexlove, —— come, take heed 
what you fay, remember my Word ftill-—fome wifer than 
fome. os | ‘ eo ot 8 a 

Queen. The Body manag'd by the ,Directions of the Head 
as it ought, in its proper Station, receives the general Benefits | 


-. but-you that are for the Guts and Garbage of Government, 


would have all the parts in your monftrous Belly fed with 
_ Delicates, but not make ufe of a Head to convey it by... 
Maggot. Why could not feveral parts perform feveral Offices. 
~ better than only one, —— humh——anfwer methat. 
Queen. No, for your chief Topick being defire of Place and 
Power, you would be perpetually tearing your {elves fo picces 
about it; this Man would cut. his Father’s Throat to be Lord 
of fuch a Mannor; this other murther his Brother to be Go- | 
eg : i _. _Vernor 


\ 
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vernor of ‘that place; this covet fuch a Title, tother grum- 
ble for fuch an-Honour, and nothing but perpetual Confufion 

‘reign, but Heaven be praifed, it is not come to this. 7 
Maggot. An—— you have great caufe to. praife Heaven for 
it truly, ‘tis a wonderful Bleffing; befides; what do you talk 
of Honour and Titles? Why, to reafon with you politically 
now, know there's neer a true Common-wealth’s Man among, 
us, but in publick would renounce all thofe flafhy: Fooleries, if 
we might have our way. «~ eS re 

Queen. ‘Ay, if you might have your way! we fhould have 
afine World indeed. = 3 3=—, i of 

Maggot. Ay, that is if we might govern in our Turn, 
— ‘tis your noify Monarchy Methods that difturb the Nation’s- 

_Happinefs; this empty Fop muft have Honour, t’other white- 
liverd Coward ——- Honour ; this Fool mutt be knighted,. 
——and that Cuckold knighted ; my Lord Lobcock muft be ~ 
created, and Mr. Baroz Booby have a Patent; then Shoals-of © 

— Sir Tzmothy and Sir Jeffery, Sir Fack and Sir James, and Sir, and: 
Sir, and Sir, all muft have Honour with a murrain, when. eds. 
pretious I declaré —— fafe’s my Word, fome wifer than fome: — 
There’s ne’er a Sir in the Kingdom has deferv’d a Grain of Ho-: . | 
nour fince Adam, but one, and that’s.a Surloin of Beefi. 

Sér Fumbler within.} Who waits there, Roger, George, where: 
are yelazy Rogues; |” eS | 
Maggot. Hark! yonder’s Sir -Puvbler calling for his Men--. 

Mules to carry him from his Bed to his trundling Chair, his. _ 
gouty Body govern’d by that Head of his, crippled and full-of 
pain, is the right Model of your Monarchy, and yet-they fay 
his Lady is juft now teeming by him. but J was with himlately, — 

-and told him if the be,’ fhe has conceiv'd as the Spanifh Gennets: 
do, only bythe South-wind. | _ . 

Queen. Ay, ay, Magiftrate, Fame reports you. have another: 
Female in charge, whofe conceiving you take more care of than., _ 

his Ladies, Mifs Gatty, you cunning Elder, a great Fortune, f 
hear, and-’tis faid you have the length of her Fuot to a Hair’s- 
Breadth, -—— come prithee be open-hearted, is. fhe fo rich. and: -- | 
pretty asthey tai, and doft thou manage her purely? hah——- _ 
. Maggot. Hah!—— why that’s as. time fhall try; and. whem 
; | en Zs ne. ever, 


an 
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ever you hear a wife Common-wealth’s Man difcover a Secret 


toa Fool of the high Church, you fhall know; in the mean - 


time, fafe’s the W ord, fome wiler than fome. | 
Queen, Hark ye, Cuftard-pate, you are out of your Chair 


~". now, and if you"are fawcy, my arbitrary Will may chance te 


dire&t the Motions of my Hand and Sword towards the poking, 
of your. Guts,: if may, “W¢publican. | 
Maggot. Hold, Sir, not fo faft, J pray, have but Patience 
till J go in, and ‘this ‘arbitrary Difeafe thall. be cur’d inftantly ; 
for Til only dire& an Order to lay ye by the Heels, and the Mo- — 
ton of your Hands will be ftop’d in a moment. 
— - Queen. Hah, hah! there’s no pumping the Rogue ~ —— but 
liowever I'll away to Fred. And poflefs him with a Trick. 
that may. yet chance to fucceed in {pite of all their Dili- 
gence, [Exit Queenlove. 
ha Sir Fumbler, trundled in a Oa upon Wheels by two Ser-. 
_ wants, his Gown and Night-cap on, and his Hands and Feet 
wr apd i in Flannel with bie Probleme. ; 
Sir Fumb. Oh ——oh! foftly ye Villains, —— ‘the Rogues 
have trundled me over fome damn‘d Nutfhell or other that gave 
- me {uch a Jirk has half murther’d me —— oh! oh! ftand at 
diftance ——.and wait and be hang’d, ——— come, Mrs. Pro- 
bleme, {weet Mrs. Probleme, my Friend, my Comforter, | 
hah! is the happy time fo neat fay’{t thou, (hall Ibe a Father | 
fo foon ? 
Probleme, Sir, your Worfhip may expect it every Hour, for | 
fhe has all the Symptoms of Maturity that are poflible, and 
burn me like a Toaft, if J did not rite three times thinking fhe 
would fall to pieces laft night. 
Sir Fumb. Thank thee, good Mrs. Probleme, I have heard 
indeed thou art very ingenious in thy way —— oh! {_— ow 
now, what's the News with you. | 
Exter Abram. 
| Abrar: T have brought your Honour the Gazett. - 
Sir Fumb. A Pox on ‘the Gazet, there’s nothing but Lies in’t, 
fam bufy, ugh, d’ye hear, you Mule, Longears, is the Apothe- 
cary fent to for my Searcloth > 
‘ Avram. Yes, yes, here is likewite a Friend, the worthipful 
Monfieur 


ee 
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Monfieur de Piffole, with his Son newly arriv d. from Spain, 


‘defire to kifs your Hand. 


Prob. Sir, Str, your Worthip can {peak with no tiady now, 
for here’s my. Lady juft coming in to talk of Family Bufinefs.. 
Sir Famb. Is fhe, —— ugh ugh, —— ‘the Joy of my 
Heart, that’s well, he'll fruftrate all-their Expectations, [ thank 
my Stars, —— Abram, —— iam buf¥ for an Hour, d’ye hear > 
If the great Turk fhould come to. kifs my Toe | as well as my: 
Hand, d’ye hear? ~ 
Abram: Yes, I fhall difeut your Pleafure with what~Dili- 
gence I may. - [Exit Abram.. 
Ester _— Oldmode, drei in the old G arb of Queen Elizabeth... 
[Led by Abram formally in by the Arm, attended. 
[by Houfe-keeper, Cook, and Dairy-maid. 
: Sir Fuwb. Welcom, my- Love, heartily welcom, my fweéet 
Lady,oh! — oh! — the Gout is buta flovenly Courtier Sweeting, 
ugh, ugh, I with I could be better dreft, and able to entertain. 


‘thee, ugh, but thou art charitable. 


Lady. Did my laft Water and Poultife agree with ye; my" 
dear? Sir, how did youreftJaft Night? — 

‘Sit Funb. ‘The better for thy Care, deareft; ugh, ugh, Thad. 
a heavenly Nap the beginning of the Night, but the Devil in: 
my great Toe wak’d mein the Morning. [Speaks louder as in Pata.” 
Well, in fpite of all my Pains, methinks I have yet a Propor- 
tion of Pleafure, when I behold. thee in that provoking Drefs, 


that magnificent Refemblance of our glorious Queen Elizabeth. ee 


allays my fharpeft Pangs, —— Sit: down, my. kind, my dutiful, 


my beft Lady, —oh! oh!— oS [Groans a in Pain. 


Lady. Abraham. [Lady Old. fits down.. 
Abram. Madam. | . 
Lady. No more Madams — ye Afss ; Fhave told ye a hundred: 


times ’tis modern and foolith ; anfwer me with anon forfooth,. 
or, and pleafe ye, -— that was the laudable way in the Court of. 


the renowned Queen Elizabeth. 
Sir Fusrb. Rare, Rare, Woman, [apart.] it was fo, deareft, 


-itwas fo; m+ Heart is (o merry to hear her fo tra@able, that E 

could even rife anddance, methinks, ugh, [Starts f; Adenly andi 

groags.\ but that this plaguy Toe gives me a damn’d twitch now: 
to anny my Jolly, — oh- — Lady. Wel, 
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Lady, Well, arethe Hofe-keeper, Cook, and Dairy-maid rea- 
dy to bring their Accompts, and receive Orders — Abram. 


" Abram. Yes forfooth, and pleafe ye, they are here waiting 5 | 
J will make Proclamation as ufual, and call them in their Order, 


_~hem, Dorothy Spice Houfe-keeper, Sarab Siroker Dairy- 
_ maid, and-Rachel Llumbroth.Cook, appear before my Lady. 


od [they anfwer here, to their Names feverally 
Sir Fumb. Viiy this is as it fhould be now, this is indeed like 
the old Houfe. og | eet. 
_ Lady. Come Doll, let's {ee your Accompt. [ Doll gives a Paper. 
Humh —for the right worfhipful and truly honour’d of all his’ 


oe tiends and Neighbours, Sir’ Fuzbler Oldmode, Knightand ‘Baro- 


_ bread, a lavifh Fellow, 


“net, the moft humble Advertifement or Bill of Phillip Flyblow — 


his. Butcher. . of. 1, 3 | 
Sir Exmb. Good, admirable Method, why the fawcy Rafcals 


_” of our Age,’ now if they dath our Names a top, -and put Sum 


total at bottom think ‘tis enough, — why here’s a Butcher’s Bill 
now begins with the Decorum ofa Letter toa Secretary of State, 
or, ugh —a Petition in Parliament. = oe 
Lady reads.\ For feven Ach Bones of Beef, Marrow Bones, © 
Marrow Bones, Tripe, Tripe, Tripe, Marrow Bones, nine Shoul- 


‘ders of Veal, and thirteen Legs of Pork, feven Pounds thirteen 


Shillings three Pence three Farthings — And for a Sweetbread _ 
for the Gardner.in his Feaver, Seven Pence Half-penny, — Sweet- 
a little of his own Spinnage boil’d, - 
or a Mefs of Water-gruel had bin better for him a hundred times 5 
Seven Pence Half-penny, pray let me hear of no more. fuch Ex-. 
travagancies, ie | - 

Sir Fumb. Rare, rare Creature -——— I could laugh heartily, 


methinks, I'm fo pleas’; but now, now, now, now, now, _ 
~ ¢here’s another confounded twitch fets me upon the Rack agen,, 
- oh! .my Knee | | 


my Ankle, oh! | 
Lady. For Candles to light the old Reader to Bed, ‘I'wo Shil- 
lings and three Pence ; oh! fie upon’, that’s intolerable; we thall 
have theHovfe burnt one time or other by his poring over aNight 
Homily to drone out to us in the Day time ; pray let him have no 
more Candles to bed; if he be a right Presbyter he may fee to. 


" pray wellenough, tell him, by his Light within. [ Ex. Houfe-keepgr. 
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- Sir Fumb. Good ftilt—ha, ha, ha——oh—— . 

Lady. Well now, you Dairy Diligence, what's yours? [reads] 
Laid out for Hooping three Milk-pails, and a new. Screw for 
the Cheefe-fatt fiveShillingsand a Penny. Well, provided the- 
Pails are as: well cleans'd within, as hoopd without, that’s not — 
fo much. —~=But come hither ; hah! what—— And arethefe - 


_ the Hands that you milk with ? Oh! blefs me—— thefe fwar- 
thy Golls, where the Dirt lies in Furrows, as thick as in’ a 


plough’d Field ———Egh gud——who would ever eat any Milk, 
that {aw how ‘twas managed ? ———-Go, get ye other Hands, ye 
Slut, or get out of my Doors: I'll invent her a Pair of Gloves 


-made of Tin and Horn, or fomething, that the thall touch no- 
thing with ‘em. I'll never endure this—— out of my fight, 


, 3 [ Exi¢ Dairy-maid. 
Sir Femb. Incomperable ; I'm beyond meafure happy, and my 
Joy fhould vent it {elf’aloud,—if it were not for thefe plaguy 
Reprimands now and then. __ oe 
fy. Well, Cook, and what fay you, is Dinner almoft rea- 
dy? And have you got his Worfhip’s Favourite-Dith for him, 
a Fillet of Veal, with Eggs, and Currant-Sauce ? [She Curtfies] 
Very good ; there’sa Pudding too, Sir, will you pleafe to have 
any Butter to’t 2: "Twill take up at leaft half a Pound. | 


_ : Sir Fumb. What pleafés thee, Deareft : —ks Butter good for 
the Gout, I wonder? "Tis fat greafie ftuff, I'm afraid, Sweet- . 


heart. | Pig 8 | 
Lady, Ay, ’tis fo, Sir; and the greateft Spoilertoo of Nap- 


kins——Let there be no Butter; d’ye hear > = -LExit Cook.] 


‘Sir Fumb. Belt of thy Sex, thou charm’{t me more ; not only, | 
ugh---by thy Behaviour outwardly, which is, oh--- as my Soul 


 defires; but the Bleffing within thee,. the Child, the Child, my 


Deborah. — oe ee . 
Prob. Which, unlefs my Skill fails me, and pleafe ye, will 
{mile in your Worfhip’s Face; within a very fhort time. — 


_ Lady. Indeed, methinks, I'm _ very il] o'th’ fudden: Ugh, — 


ugh. , (Whines. 
ir Fumb. Oh, my Blefling, that [lnefs of thine not only 


_ gives me fulnefs of Joy:one way, but hopes of a Noble Eftate 


another ; .to explain which, read that, Deareft 5 [ gives der a 
nS ee BD Deed 


~ 
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Deed] ‘tis my Brother's Will, that by that Off{pring of thine 
fruftrates the hopes of thefe French and Spqifh Fools that are 
waiting yonder, my prodigal Son too, and my Daughter, who 
“dream of Imaginary Pofleffions,. tho’ I keép ’em in Ignorance 
of the Certainty: Read it with pleafure,Sweet-heares and then 
lock it up fafe in my little Cabinet: Go, go in my Life, and. 
lie down. Well, Iam, fure,.the happieft of: Fathers! Come 
- Rogues come, and trundle me in--ha, ha, ha, ha---oh---  . _ 
Lady. And fo old Gout and: Flannel fancy your felf, [they 
_ geundle bin out |-as long as,you. pleafe.’ Now, Mrs. Probleme, 
what.think yeof mefor anAdirefs? 
_. Prob. Ah barn me like a Toaft, the beft in‘Chriftendom, with- 
 outallqueftion, > ge ee Me Fe 
Lady. Thus tet all Wives, that in Intrigue take Pains, 
. * Keep ‘but that Secret from their Husbands Brains,. ‘ 
And he'll ne’r mifs, ~-—what elfé the Lover gains. 


End of the Firit Ad 


ee ; ae 
7 , ae 
I. = 


r A rad 


ACT-IL SCENE 
‘Enter Piftole and Abraham, with a Gazette. 


Pift. PFDEgar dis is ver ftrange, Monfieur Abram, dat your Mai- 
_ * EY tre, Sir Fambler, noe betra underftan de Rule de Ci- 

 -villite, den make me ftay fo long ; efpecially my Son Don To- 

. maz, who is deStranger, and come from de Gran Court of Spaize 
dis Morning ---Vat, vere is he >---begar me tink he has tak de » 
- Affront, and is gone back agen. ie eee 
Abram. Back! What, to Spaiz, Monfieur > No, no, and 
. .pleafe ye, he’s only talking a word or two in the next room with 
his Man Pedro. oO | 

Pift. Ob, dat is ver well,---Morbleau de Spani/b Pundilio be 

foe ftriG, dat me voud not have him imagine dis Affront vor 


woook B ios 
> | Abram 
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Abram. Affrmatively, his Worthip; Sir Fwmabler, will be with. 
your Worfhip-in a twinkling, .as they fay; the mean while, TH 
read the ‘News, and pleafe ye, to pafs away. the time; here's 
great News I'm told. o. 4 ak ao 

P:/t. Oh, me tank you, me tank you, Maitre Abraw, vidall 
min arts disis de-ver fimple old Fool, Morbleau, he tell de.po- | 
' litigue Frezch Spy, dat have de-Gran Concern in de Council'at - 


+ Verfailes, and Paris, de-News, tra; ha,ha;--mum, butdatisall _, 


one; ---along, along Maitre Abram. ' [Abram puts on his 
Se ke Spe acles and reads. 
Abram: Venice, August the 23d,. Letters from the French Ar- 

' . my, under the Command of the Duke of Vendofme, give an 
Account, That-he continues {ull in the Crem-Crem-Cremonezza 5 
and that Prince-Hygéeone of Savoy, with Prince Thomas of Vonde- 


a monte, will pafs the Oglio, and joyn to.attaque him, having 


fortified ‘Be-Be-Berfell, Gua, Gua, Guaftalla, and Ca,Ca,Ca,Ca- 
fiiglione, Hymh. a re ars ae 

Pift. ‘Hey, morbleau---Vandofme, Vandemonte, Oglio, : Cafti- 
glione, Diable vat is dis Arabick, —-Oh de dam Exglefe Pol- 
troon.. . | . : — [Lapart. 

Abram reads. Bruffels, Septencber the Firft, An Exprefs pafs'd 
by here, in his way from the Frezch Court tothe Hagg. 
 ~Pift. Hagg, Hagg, de Deevia tak you-vid your Hagg, begar 
me fal have no patience---dis abufe of de Frezch Language vill 
- provoke me toPaffion, dovatmecan,  _ > a 

Abram. With Difpatches for the French Secretary. left there 
by Count dé Avanx. | _ | eee. 

Pift. Oh Diable, Vanx, Vaux, de hear dis Rogue, Count de 
Avanx, my Noble Kinfman begar, Embaflador of. our Grand 
‘Monarque, to have his Name abus'd by dis dull Befte---Efcote 
. Bougre Coquin Rafcale, hold a your Tongue, begar you fall 

readano,more. | ~ : 
Abram. And that Don Qui Qi Quiros, the Spanifh Embafia- 
dor to the States General, is gone home -Humh-———fay 

efo.' a ae ue « 
7 Pift. Jernie let him go vere he pleafe, holda your Tongue, — 
.*T fay, Sott.  <, 7 oe - | 
7 y |e Tis faid that Marefcha] Bow, Bowflers.. . 


Pi 


- . Nofe. 
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: a Bow, Bow-wow -holda your ‘Tongue you Dog. 
ram. Nill have his Head Quarters at Dieit. | 

Pift. Begar I will break your Head. | 

or ya And that Prince Scarcloth, General of the Spenif 
Horfe. — : 
Pif. Oh dam Rogue, Seavcloth 
ftop {top a your Mout you Eternal 
- Abram. 1s to Command in Planders. 
Pift. Stopa,. ftopa, I fay 
"ment, or off goes your Nofe and Spectacle begar Ah mor- 

| bleau, dare you affront all de French Noblefie, you Villain ? 

| EP iftol pulls bin by the No fe. 

Abram. Oh, oh. _ [Eater Sir Fumbler trundled in. 
Sir Fumb. How now Monfieur, what’s the reafon of this Vio- 
lence to my Servant ? , 
| Abram. Oh, Sir, ‘Fhanks for this Relief: -this inveterate * 
Papift has not only maffacred my Spettacles but fhewn a 
true Emblem of French Perfecution, by his Cruelty upon my 


for Prince Serclaes 3 


__ Piff. Maffacre begar Monfieur dis Scoundrel-have mur- 
der-all de Freach Nob ffe——Jernie, he have ftaba le Roy 
mon Maitre, and all de Prince in Europe, vid his dam Tongue 
"dat read dat Paper dere. : 
Sir Fumb. What he has given ‘Nick-names, I warrant; to fome 
of your Frezch'Family in the Gazette there, Fire and Furies 
Monfieur Hothead, Froth Monfieur. Bubble, dare 
you for fuch a Caufe affront me in the Perfon of my Servant? — 
-Deathlye Kickthaw,d’ye take us for Spantards,to wear your — | 
~ and come under your Lafh, as they do ? Ugh, ugh ; 
know I'm hamper’d here, I'd teach you to abufe Hofpitality elfe ., 
Did I receive you under my Roof for this ?.Oh could ; 
but ftir this plaguy Toe, and this Arm were. but at liberty, J 
would pound this Fellow’s Popery and him as in.a Mortars I 
would yé Flath, ye Paris-Potgun you. 
_ Pift. Vel vel me have: ‘done, me have done, me beg 
your Pardon, Monfieur, vid all min Art, it vas. only by de | 
fuddain Paflion, which Morbleau is ver mufh de French 
F oible 5 our ‘ ie. all fo~-—hot, _ ver hot 5 but if - 
we 


holda your Tongue dis mo- 
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-,we-meet de Exglifh Rebuke————den we be ver foon cool agen 
. ma foy. VOR i a ve a a oe 
«Sir am Oh, is your French Flapdragon 
Monfieur Spit fre-——~Oh-——— that confounded T witch 
bute Z care not, I'll not take the Satisfaction, unlefs you ask A- 
bram’s Pardon too. ~ +. { Don Tomazo wethin. 
-D. Tom. Sirrah-——fail not punCually to wait there. - 
Pift. Oh—— Morbleau, my Son is here, he muft no under- 
fand dis paffage——vVell, vell, Ecote Maitre Abram —— Je vous 


quench’d, 


“. 


demande de Pardon ; and Ecote mon amy, here be twoPiftole ~~ 
[gives Abram Money, who goes ont formally) foryou ; andI be- _ 


feecha you for learna your Book, and {pell and read betra—— 
do,do,Maitre Steward, it be ver-goot for you fur maParole, —— 
and tace vous fi vous plais mon cher Sir Fusbler, —— here is 
my Son. ie. aa | 
| Exter Don Tomazo. 


- + D. Tom. Sennor mio honrado, yo me encomiendo, in vule-_ 


_ ftro buena gracia.. 


‘Sir Famb. Hugh, I fuppofe you bid me Good Morrow ; Sir, - | 
thankye, thankye, you're welcome to England : Ugh—ugh 3, 


. Tm but an odd Complementer, you muft excufe Infirmity. _ 


D. Tom. Oh! I befeech ye, Sir, let not the generous Facul- 


Pe 


ties of your Soul debafe themfelves fo far, as to ufethe forcd 


- Expreffion of Infirmity —— for if it be the Noble Gout. 

~ Sir Fumb. Yes, Sir, a Plague on’t, it is the 
* «and it honours mé with a Vengeance. _— 
‘ D. Tom. Sir, then from the bottom of my Heart I wifh ye 


[Embraces him. . 


oy. es. 2 Se | 
' Sir Fumb. -Joy ! ——What a Pox do’s he mean ? Why, Sur,. - 


mY - 


. hope, you don’t think I intend to be married tot? 
D. Tom. Joy of the Blefling, Sir, —— the Gout never Vifits 


ioble Gout, Ugh. 


_ in Spain, but the Party is faluted with Drums and Trumpets; _ 
_ befides, I greet ye thus, as fimpathizing with the see Man ° 


of the Age — his Eminence the famous Cardinal 
I mean, Sir, with whom I have the Honour to he intimate, 


and whom I left, when I came. from Madrid, inthefame happy . 


Condition. — 


=. . 


orto Carero 3- 


Pipe 
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pip .Caréro, Vat de Mont de Right Hand of his new Catho- . 
lique Majefty, familiar vid him, dat is ver-mufh, —— vor ke - 
‘is a moft. profound Head in de World - ver wife, ver — 
wife. - 

Sir Fuirb. Curfe on him, happy Condition do" sthe fui saw 
call it, O: ids, oh— ee 
 D, Tom. ‘He order’d two hundréd Maffés jutt as I- came away, c. 

to be {aid in the Great ‘Cathedral, in return of Thanks for it : 
. All the World holds the Spaniards to bea wife Nation ---- and 
by-them the Gout is noted to be the greatelt Clearer of the Un- | 
 derftaiiding: imaginable. | 
Sir Fimb. Very good ; and its dear Companion the Stone 5 5 


| Ush, ‘that has fortic Venierable Refpet sai aall em, I -fuppofe, 


too. 
D. Tom. The Stone, oh, th’Acute Stone — Why Sir, I hope 
_ you make no Jeft of the ‘Acute Stone. — 
Sit Fumb. No by my Troth not I: Ugh, I find your Acute. 
_ Stone, nor your Noble Gout here neither; no fuch Jelting 
Matters. - 

D. Tom. No on my word, Sir, ‘tis a Gift requires mature and 
 folid.Confideration ; a: good large thumping Stone in the Kid-. 
" neys, in fome Cafes, when knotty Politicks are.on foot, voto, is 
‘of an ineftimable Value. ([efede. 
’ ‘Sir Fumb. Here’s a Rogue for ye, Death! he ‘makes my Blood 
_ curdle at the thought on 7 
' _ Piff. Ah, Je fuis hieureux Extremement, is ver- fine Boy, ver 
_ fine Shild begar. : | 
~~ _D. Tom. ‘Two of the greateft Things doues in Spain this hion- 

‘dred Years ; I mean the Partition-Treaty, tho’ ithad no effects 
and the late King’s Will, that had 5 were contriv’d by an Hu- 
{trious Grandee, “rolling i in the Felicity of 4 poignant Fit of the 


he ai it Stone. 


‘Sir Fusb. Oh damn’d Rogue, would i it had beén as big as 
one of thofé upon Salisbury-Plain ~ - Ugh, this great thing 
done in the Devil’s Name, has entail’ da War upon us, fatal 

enough to ruine all the Ciowns in Europe. ° ER | 

Pit. Ab — except: France, Monfi ieur, “except 

~ France : Vor dat we always get by de War, is moft veritable- 
ment, 


_— ie, en. | 
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ment, -vor dat reafon we. have fool you’vid. de tham Peace all _ 
dis while 5 and-now maka you {trike de firft Blow, datitbefay 
‘tis no our faule; den morbleaw you proclaim; vell, and we 


take your Ship; . you proclaim, and we rab your Marfhand ; 


you proclaim, and we {poila your Trade : And den when all is 
Jott, is it not reafonable to tink our Grand Monarch will be 
Crown Emperor,ashe.gxpet? 

Sir Fumb. No---Ugh---not ‘whilft there’s a prefent Emperor 
that is {trong enough:to crufh his Vanity, Ugh---not whilft we 
have Fleets at Sea to blow ‘em up, and Armies at Land to mow | 
°em down, Ugh--- not whilft we have Generals that can {nap 
up a dozing Marefchal of Fraxce, in the midft of an armed 
Garrifon, and run away with him as a Fox does witha Chic- _ 
ken out of a Court-yard; nor -whilft our brave Sea-Admirals 
can force away your Galleons, and burn your Men of War in | 
your Harbour, Ugh ; infhort Monfieur, not whilft our Princely 


. Allies encamp in Flazders, and the Glorious Queen ANNE in- 


fluences Exgland, we'll have-no more Emperors. 
D. Tow. Soft, Sir 5, the wife Spaniards, whenever they argue, 


hy afide all Heat, pray be more fedate ; 1 honour the Spavifs 
- Mode, and I abominate Heat. 


‘Sir Fumb. Sir, that you refpec& the Spanifh Mode, appears plain 
enough by your Drefs there ;. but that you abominate Heat, 
and yet go muffled up in a Cloke in the Summer, when we are 
ready to fry, is fomewhat contradittive ; but you'll fay, ‘tis: — 
the Spanifh Mode ftill, and a Cloke muft be worn there, if a 


. Mah be at Tennis ; a Smith won't fhoe your Horfe without 
‘ene, and arm’d too with.a long Toledo. - | 


- 


D. Tom.. tf it be a Coach-Horfe he will not, ‘tis his Pun- 


. &ilio, 8 3 


Pit. Ver fine, ver fine, he is one great Obferver of all ting: - 
is dohe ; fuch diftin¢tion of de Orfe, den mon cher fils, 
D. Tom. Diftin@dion! oh much, much ; a Coach-Horfe is 


: {uppefed to belong to fome Grandee, and the Cloke.is worn in 


refpe& to him ; for one of a meaner. Rank, they'll undrefs to 
Doublet and Breeches; but for a Pedler’s, or a Poft-Boy’s, 
they'll ftrip negligently, thatis, ftark naked. 


me 
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os" Fumb. Ay, that is, becaufe Pride and Idienefs can fcarce 
Rory em any Cloaths ; and then Hunger, there, is an infe- 
perable Companion. — | 7 

D. Tom. The Air being thin and — generally, indeed, 
provides ‘em good Stomachs. _ 

Sir Fumb. Ay, ard the Earth little or nothing to fatisfie’ em 
with ; I think a Cabage isa Jewel among{t’em. : 
D. Tom. Why truly a good Cabage is refpected 5 the. Wife of 
, Don Fob of Auftria, once in a Longing Condition, mortgaged 

a great Frontiniack. Vineyard for a large Cabage 5 but the Peo- 
“ple are often very luxurious, they abound very often. 
Sir Fuxeb. Oh no fuch matter, Faith, Spaniard ; Abound !— 
- Death, if they get but a Piece of Beef, they thal. hang all the — 
Bones out, and write underneath, Here has been Beef eaten ; 3 as 
‘if “twere a Miracle.. This nettlestheFook == [Afide. 

.D. Tom. Oh pray forbear, Seignior, pray forbear. 

Sir Famb. And if they get but a lean-Hen, the Feathers thall 
be {pread about the Door, with. greater Pride then w we our Car- 
_ ‘pets at fome Princely Solemnity. | 
D. Tom. ob fie, Seignior, i can’t hear this, voto, “tis bar- 
_ barous. | 

a ‘Ab, come, come, here is Rally enough ; “Jet: me turn. 
ana de ifcourfe, and {peak of de main Bufinefs, de Will, Sir, and 


. de Fifty toufan Pound, Ecote a moy, Sir Fumbler 5 produce your 


Niece for marry, here in one hand is 5000 /. vor maka de Bar- — 
gain, in toder Hand is my Son: And begar me vil {peaka one 
_ proud word, he-have not his Vellow in Europe, vor Wit, vor 
_ Politick, vor Bufinefs ; 3 -dat I fay, along, dite a moy done, 1S 
de ting ‘done. 

Sir Fumb. Why then, Monfieur, to deal freely with ye, the’ 


"4 formerly had fome Thoughts to ftrike up a Bargain with ye, 


— yet now I muft own my felf of another Mind : For to end all 
in a-word ; I am morethan blefs'd with hopes to have an Heir 
of my own begetting, to Deaf the Eftate mentioned in. the 
~Will---oh-—oh. 

Pift. Hey, Morbleau, vat is dis Jernie~-You bese de aes | 
_and cry, Oh, oh--- Vat you mean, sir sata 2 | 


Pa | 
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Exter Problem: . , 
Sir. ae why here’ sone will tell you. more chen —Now 
Problems, what fay'{t thou, is the happy Time come > Hah---- 
{peak out. a 
Prob. She’s juft ready to ‘produce, ‘Sir s 5 "but defires to fee ye 
before the takes her Chamber, ‘to fettle things: Burn me like a— 
Toatt, I believe there’s a thumping Boy a coming. — : 
= Sir Funrb. Lookye there, Monfieur, for all Oh, oh : Go fetch 
her, Problem. 


Pift Morbleau, | vat am I den: Jilted, a my Son Don Tinie iz . 
too: Begar I vill no believe dat Oh, oh, can beget de Shild---- - - 


me vill wath dere Water, along, avec moy mon fils—along. 
[ Exit Piftole. 

-D. Tom. This Gouty Knight has a mixture of Knavery as well 
as Morofity in him, voto, I hate his Pun@ilio, and will endea- 


, Yourto put a Spanif Counter-plot upon him, Tthink I have it. 


here. [Exit D. Tom. 
Re-enter Problem, leading Lady Old-mode.. [Abram waiting. 
| Lady. Mr. Steward, I have now made ye my Confident, and 
Friend ; therefore be fure to anfwer what is ask’d ye affirma- 
tively, 2s you expect your Keys to remain in their right Sta- 
tion, or eat a Second Sack-Poflet with your Mittrefs, my Maid 
Dorothy: 7 [Speaks entring. 
Abram..No.inore words, forfooth, I pray you; your Honour - 
hath my Nofe in a Cleft-ftick, and afhirmatively, may lead or . 
- drive meas you pleafe. © 
Lady. Come Problem, now for a Second Ag of the Comedy, 
Ugh, Ugh. : | 
Sir Fumb. Oh! that delightful Mufi ck, that delicious Sound, 
oh---oh--- tho’ I am fain to tune my Pipes too in another Key, 
yet methinks to Groan in Confort with her upon this occafion, 


makes it heavenly Harmony: Well kind Harbinger of Happi-, ge 


nefs, how go Matters now hah! is the wifh'd-for time coming ~ 
Prob. Very near, Sir : She eat fo much at Dinner of yot 
Worfhip’s beloved Dith, the Fillet of Veal with Eggs, and-‘Cy 
rant-Sauce, which has made her fo ill, that I believe I hall E 
{ent very {peedily to call the Good Women---Ods me, 2 Chai 
a Chair, Boor Mr. la ee 
E «Sir Fum. 
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_ Sir Fumb. Hah! by the Renown'd Queen Elizabeth, I pro- 
- gnofticate from thence glorious things to come ; ‘tis {aid it was 
- formerly the Darling Difh of the incomparable Sir Walter Ra- — 
beigh, Goan whence I took a fancy tot;.and now the Omen 
is notably fingular in relation to thisInfant in the Womb. » 
Lady. Ugh—ugh—If I die, my dear Sir, Pll yet leave the 
World with.a Blefling on ye, and with ye a happy Father. Ah! 
Problem, if the Child be but gifted as it ought, and have but 
the Refemblance of that {weet Face of his Dadda, I fhall be ex- 


tafied——Ugh, ugh— 43 : 
Sir Fumb. Oh——oh my Knee, thankye, thankye | 
Deareft, my Face ha, ha mine no, no,thy own,, — 
~ thy own {weet Countenance muft blefs ic: And then -- what 
Rofamond cancompare> si ae oe | 
Lady. T have taken care its Birth thall be celebrated as ’tis fit- 
-ting, for your Honour, my dear Sir : I'll make bold to borrow: 
thofe Jewels of yours, to trick up its Swadling-Cloaths,. and: 
make the little Rogue fine. And I’m refolv’d, for your fake 
too, following ftill the worthy ancient Mode you love; to.appear: 
in no ordinary State my felf, when ¥ Lic-in. _ 

Sir Fumb, Humh What fays fhe >. Borrow my Jewels!’ 
Death ! Two thoufand Pounds-worth of Jewels to glitter upon. 
a Bundle of Clouts, that are to be pifs’d, we'll fuppofe, every 
two Minutes ---Oh---oh ! Doft hear Mrs. Problem ? Prithee. 
tell her, Jewels are not proper to be worn by little Brats in Swad-. 
ling-Cloaths, the Points of the Diamonds will cut its Fingers.. 

Prob. Ah, burn me like a Toaft, I dare not tell her fo for the 


World, Sir: For to crofs her in this Condition———would be. 
fucha thing- a ae 
Lady. Ugh ugh What, I hope, my dear Sir, do’s. . 


-... mot grutch his {weet Babe a little Ornament fince I only 
~~». follow the ancient Cuftom honeft Abram told me there he 
ad it from Hiftory, that when Sir- Philip Sidvey’s Lady was. | 
rought-to-Bed, the Child was drefs‘d with all the Jewels of the 
‘umily. | : | | 
Abram. So now cometh my Kue ~Yes, affirmative- 


7, Ehave feen it printed in fome ancient Memoirs. _ 
Sit Fumb. A Plagueof your Memoirs---he has read nothing but 
3 — the 


am) 2 
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+ theStewards Guide, andthe Yearly Almanacks, this fifty Years, 
and now the old Polecat i is come out with his Memoirs. | 

Lady. Oh—oh—oh—- [Whines louder. . 

Prob. Oh! fhe takes fomething to Heart, I’m afraid; fhe 


changes extreamly. 
Sir Fumb. Well, well——the Child hall have ° em, tell her, 


Mrs. Problem-——but take Care of its Fingers, d’ye hear 
_ How js it Honey ? 
_ Lady. Happy to make you fo, Sir, tho’ indifpos’ d-—but 2 as 
I was faying, for I would fain difpatch all’ my Bufinefs before 
' I Lie-down, next to the Jewels for the Child, the Plate will be 
very: requifite to fet outmy Room, as I Lie-in, ‘will look great. 
— Sir Fumb, Ob awker'd, awker’ d, — < clownith——Great Ba- — 
fons, Ewers, Beakers, F laggons, and Tumblers, in a Lady’s 
Chamber—fie, fie. 
* Lady. Nay,not that I fhall drink i inthe Flaggons ; but honeft . 
Abram to\d- me, that the Teeming Ladies belonging to Queen 
Elizabeth, had their Child-bed Candles always brought to em 
in great Flaggons. | 
Sir Fumb. Did you tell her (0, Befom-beard > 
‘Abram. Yes, indeed, I have heard it was the ancient worthy 
~Cuftom, affirmatively. 
Sir Fumb. Very well, Ink-bottle——Oh ! ‘that Vee as able 
as Hercules, and had fuch another Club but for oné Hour, how 
pleafurably could I ‘drub that old Dog. 
Lady. Nay, pray—ugh—don't grutch your Plate neither, dear 
Sir-——for I fhall {carce live to ufe it——I fhall die, I'm fure— - 
Ob, oh—- [Groans louder. 
Prob, Oh—Sit! let her have it for Heaven's-fake > fhe’s 
very ill-indéed ; and if fhe be vex’d—— | 
Sir Fiswb. No, no, Love, I do grutch thee nothing ; prithee | 
- don’t vex thy felf, thou {halt havethe Plate ; but is that all > 
Lady. Ay, ay, Sir, all——alas, why this is only for your 


~ Honour, and fo Adieu my -Good Sir * Pray for me, [weeps] IE . 


it be a Boy, I'll fuckle it my felf, as much asIcan. But humh! 
now I think on’t, there fhould be a Sucking-Bottle bought for 
fear of the worft : The fam’d Sir Thowas More's Lady had one 


of Gold for her Son, a Month before fhe was quick. 
E 2. ie | P rob. 


wy OR 


my felf with thought of that, come’ 


. Luck. : 


Sir Fumb, Ugh, ugh 
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Prob. Odfoe, well remembred, the Boy, muft not want. 2 


- Sucking-Bottle indeed ; Mr. Steward, Pray remember to lay by 


a Hundred Piecesforthat. 


| Lady. Ugh, ugh’: Ay, ay,.a Hundred Pieces will be fuffici- | 


ent ; D’ye.hear honeft Abram ¢ 
Abram. Yesforfooth——_  _.. 7_ 7 
Sir Fumb. Yes forfooth : Hedgehog ‘Ob---oh---Death, 
a Hundred Pieces for a Sucking-Bottle———well, this is all I. 
hopethen, = = . °° o a6 | 
Lady. Pleafe alfo to afford with ‘em- : - 
Sir Feb. ‘Ddfheart and Lungs afford ftill. 
Lady. Only a Parting-kifs, Sir. 7 
Sir Fumb. Ob! ay, with all my Heart, Deareft, that’s fome- 
what cheaper : Well, adieu, Child ; and I with thee Good 
: . -  [Kiffes ben. 
Lady. Adieu, dear Str And if your Son and Heir-coft - 
me my Life, pray be kind to my Memory however: [in a weep- 


Gag Tone.) Come, Problem, let's go and laugh the reft within. 


| [ Altering her Tone, Exeunt. 
——tho’ the has made.me {weat with 
her expenfive Demands ; yet the Fifty thoufand Pounds in the 
Will, the Child brings, makes full Amends-———and I'll regale 
— carry me in there. 
[Servants.trundle hia in. 


SCENE 


[weeping 
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SCENE ae 


| “Frederick; Picnieaat Bombard, Crimp, Hookem; ‘Jowler; 
‘Touch-hole; appear fitting at Diner, Combwig waiting, Mr- 
‘ a Mord a Sonnatas then « Song ~~ Butler wasting: gt 
ide-boar -* 


S Oo ‘N G. 


se 74 E Infant Blooming Spring appears, 
‘ hoebus o’ercomes the Winter ee 53 
| And now this wondrous of all Tears, 
The Prize of — must be play d.. 


| Gofed Bellona, fhakis ber + Lance; | 
Her Sifter Britain to defend :. | 
-Whilfé Mars of old, in League with France, 
Dares proudly againft both contend. 


Second Movement: 


| Then Rone valiant Britains, and Fear quite remeve,, — 
You cannot of Vidory fail's, . | 
- Our Goddefs. below, and our Goddefe above;. 
By force of their Arms; — 
As thofe- of their Charms, | 
Have a Regt fiill'to conquer the Male. 


| 9h ———a - 


liv. Very fine, extream fine Mufick Faith 
well fare the new Family, I fay. 
Fred: Combwig, tell the Butler, that’ Florence-Wine is a little: 
_ prick’d ; and bid him give Major "Bombard, inttead on’s,a-Bum=- 
per of f Champaign i in iii or Bargundy, . iit he: 


afes.... : 
Pieate = . . + | Bib? 
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Bowb. Either of em, good i.:: - 


Comb. Too much, Sir; no nor twenty {uch Glaffes neither : | - 


Powder me, de know where ye are, Sir, to ask fuch a Que 


ftion > ———Whiy this is the New Family, Major; you. are ~ 

not flarving at Sir Fumbler's now : Come, .come, try if youcan 

find aPearl in the bottom. | oe on eee: oe 
Boub. Nay, the young Fellow has the Soul of an Emperor, | 


that’s the truth on’t : For I think Heliogabalws himfelf had {carce | 


amore Variety than here has been. — 


Fred.. That Old Fellow, Will--- isa furly Malecontent, and _ 
meerly fo, through too blind a Conceit of his own little or 
no Merits. Hewas a great-Grumbler all the laft Reign, choak’d 
him(elf daily, and would feek, nor take, forfooth, no Employ- 


_ ment under the Prince of Orange, as he call’d him———and 


oS 


. ° Fred. Prithee obferve him, 


now not beingin hafte cramb’d with a Commiffion for Colonel, 
is in the fame Uneafinefs ; thou fhalt fee me open him with. 
this Brimmer, and lay his Intellects before thee. | ’ 
Queen. L have met feveral of thofe fine Perfons formerly, - 
who rather than eat with tother Party, would dine upon a — 
piece of Loyal Bread and Chee&, in fome dirty Ale-houfe, and 
fancy they deferve to be Sainted for it.- Dam ’em, I hate Fel- 
lows that prefer the Service they’ owe their Country, to the 
Folly of a fullen captious Humour : If the Government were 
of my Mind, they fhould eat their Loyal Cruft long enough. 
| } Combwig, give each Man 
his Brimmer : Come Major Bombard, thé Queen's Health, three 
Go-downs, and. let it be done with thefe Words, round her 
three Kingdoms. . aoe ee | , | . 
7 Iz Wealth may fhe flow, 
_ May fhe Lewis bring low, 

May her Fame fpread and grow, 

Whilft Sun fhines, or Winds blow, 


7 And hang np her Foe. | {Drinks. . 
Bomb. Ay, And Scoundrels alfo, ee 
. ‘That won't let her know | 
Where Merit lies low, a a? 


Once renown'd in jeg 
— Queen. . Te Crambo, ha, ha, ha. [theylangh.]  Bowb. 


aa 


: = a-but is not a Bumper.’ 
in that‘Glafstoo much, hah? =| Lombwig és waiting on Fred. 


Fowler. A Plague of Campaigns, I'll follow-a Pack of good 
Fox-hounds, and rid my Country. of its-Enemies that way. 


- receive ‘em.’ 
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_,' Bomb, Come, come, Gentlemen, the War is a good Sifter of . 
Merit, good Men. may be wanted e’re long, fince the French’ 
are not afleep : Oh !- for another Landez-Bufinefs, to crop our’ 
raw Frefh-water Scarf-men ; .then Commiflions, I warrant, 
would ride Poft, and Men of Conduct fearce be-in Humour to: 


Fred. I told: thee he was fo full; he mutt vent a little... 
Queen.. Oh, or burft, that’s plain :. But come, prithee. row 


let's rife, and have.a word.or two about what I {poke to thee-. 


before Dinner... | 


_ Fred. What, thy Plet upon ‘my Father to get fight of: the: | 


Will 2 Gad, I begin to like tt ; I know my Fellow has broke: 
it to the Major there already, and I think to moft- of the reft ,. 


Lil ask him, Combwigcome hither = [They rife and whifper,, | 


[then all rife.. 


| Gimp. * Tis. pity this worthy: free-hearted. Gentleman: fhould: - 


ever die; Major. ae 7 re or a 
- -Bomb. Ay, the Fellow hasa good ‘open Soul of his own; ‘tis: 
pity he is-not.a better Soldier 5. he fhould havetmade a Freach: 
Campaign or two, he wants Military Breeding mightily.. - 


oe, a! 8 4 4 —  ‘LWinds a Horn.. 
Bomb.. Ay, thou arta rare Fellow, for the Good of the Pub— 


~ lick ————Oh ! damn’d Whore, Fortuaze, that. fueh a- Rogue: | 


as that fhould have anEftate. = 8 8 = .. . [afide.. 
Hook, And I'll manage my Hook and Line, and Artificial Fly, . 
upon the River, and make.a Trout of a Yard long leap to me: 


-. as if he had Quickfilver in his Guts ;. here’s a Rod now, here’s: 


apiece of Taper Ingenuity, and there [throw in; [Hookem 7mi- 
tates Fifhing with his Rod | pop, up he comes, hey Boys, I-have.: 


him Faith; there's Diverfion for ye, ah, .there’s no Sport.in: — 


the Univerfe compar’d to Fifhing, that’s moft certain. 

Bomb. There's another - a tame Fool, ‘tis pity he was: 
notan Otter, that he might never be without: his. Diverfion. of:. 
Dabling, see - 7 a a 

Touch, No Sport, Flint and Steel ! What not fhooting: ye: 
Buzzard > ———Gad, if thou.didft. but go a little way, J 

| | : | mean 


The old Mode and en New. OF, 


ao about twenty Mile in a Morning, with my Dog Trey and 
-{¥, thoud’tt be foon of another Opinion, Faith ; if thou didft - 
. but {ee how I maul the Pheafants and Woodcocks, how 
cleverly flap, I take a Partridge flying, [be mimicks footing 
and then how: Trey‘watches my Fire, and when he’s down, 
{owfes in and fetches him to me, ah, thoud’tt loon then knock 


under the Table. 


Bomb. So, well faid Touch-hole —— three very fine Country- 
Patriots indeed. 

Crimp. Gentlemen, in my Opinion, there needs no prefe- 
ence in either of your Sports, nor can there reafonably be any 
Heats between ye about it. The fedate and folidly-given Mr. 
Hookem, loves the pretty amufing Sport of Fifhing. [Hee feems 

[to tatk on. 

Comb. Sir, I broke the Matter to ‘em all before Din ner, and 
ett refolve to beat your'Command at a Minute’s warning ; the 

in fays, he owes. your Uncle a Good Turn, and rejoyces 

e any way-concern’d in putting a Trick upon him.- 

Queen. Pritlice, Mr. Combwig, give me another Glafs then— 
I'll begina Health. 

Crimp.:Gad, I hope thou'lt find her worth weet. as re- 
ported ; and if the be, I deferve half -for my fine Plot. The 
Noble Major here, is for War and Honour got in Bloody Fields 
of Battle. 

Bomb. Ay, in a good Caufe, and when Merit is rais'd, and 
Men of Valour diftinguifh’d ; not in thefe Days, when Spirit— 

lefs Affes are loaden with Commiffions, and Martial Lyons, in | 


Dens, fit chewing the Cud of Melancholy. 


Fred. Hark Friend-—Bombard is at it {till yonder. 

Queen. Oh! one Hint winds him up for two Hours Railing 
at any time. 
Crimp. Hugh—he fuppofes himfelf neglected by the Go- 
vernment, -and is a little out of Humour: But as J was faying, 
Gentlemen, the valiant Major loves War, generous Mr. Fowler 
here a Pack of good Dogs, and the tender Lover of his dear 
Friend and Companion, Trey——{weet Mr. Touch-hole here, a 
Gun and Shooting, ——Very good: Why,, Jet every one, I oe 
feech ve — his siieciaiasied Inclinations, and love one ano- - 


ther; 
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thor ; to ferve ye all amicably thal be mine; for bating a little | 


- harmlefs Paftime now and then this way, [ They embrace bint. | 


my chief Diverfion is to oblige my Friend, for my part Ilove 
that. [Crimp foakes Box and Dice... 
Hook. Mr. Crimp, I'm your humble Servant. : 
Queen. Thou lov’ft Box and Dice better by half, to my-know- 


| ledge. Prithee, Fred. how camé this Setter here, I knew him at’ 


London, a Common: Sharper, a Fellow that. liv'd upon wheed- — 


ling young Cullies, by counterfeiting Honour and Civility, 


that afterwards he might get an opportunity at Play to cheat 
‘em of their Money. | 
Fred. And without doubt thefe, who are, thou felt, of the 
true Country Breed, —and Men of Eftates too, are the Quarry. 
he now flies at, to make a Penny of for his Summer Sports; J. . 


never faw him before, he’s their Acquaintance, —— tho’ my rhe 


Guett. - 

Queen. Well, they ‘i ferve well enough for the Plot we have, 
however: Come Gentlemen, here’s my Friend Fred’s Health, and - 
to the happy Succefs of what honeft Mr. ns has {poke oL 
about ; Major,come aSan¢tion. 

Bomb. With all my Heart, for my part Tam ready. 

Fowl. And I, I’m for any Trick upon the Mifer, Sir Fumbler 
I hate even a Dog that belongs to the old Family mortally. 

Touch. They give us there, inftead of a Bumper of Bourdeaux, 
a Horn of fimall Beer. 

Fowl. A Dith of Black-ey’d Beans without Bacon. 

Hook. Anda brown coarfe Pudding, without any Butter : 
When here at the New Houfe we have Venifon, Pheafant, Par- 
tridge, Woodcock, Snipe, Teal, Widgeon. . 

Son. Bourdeaux, Floxence, Champaign, Burgundy, ‘Mount- 


-aichine, Chablais, Canary,-Sherry———hey for the New Family, 


and let the Gout: ftill cramp Sir-Fumbler. 

Crimp. Nay, he ftinted me even of a Napkin to wipe my 
Fingers ; he is no Generous Perfon, by no means——he wont | 
throw a. Die, nor nothing—— therefore hey for the New Fa- 
mily, I fay fo too. - 

Queen, Well, Gentlemen, ye are all to be difguis'd in. Red. 


| Coats, which I have already bor rowed of a Collonel, a _ 
F 
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of mine, and now let’s drink one Glafs more, Profperity to. 
the New Houfe, and fo part till the appointed Hour for our 

— Plot. 

Bomb. Ay, come, Profperity to the New Family, —with a 


Huzza. [They all drink it. 
|. Fred. Gentlemen, when the Bufinefs is over, I'll pay my 
Thanks at large. [Exewnt outnes. 


S in NE i. 
Exter Maggot-head and Smickett. 


“& agg. “Well Smickett, “where's your Mittrefs >” “ 

-, Eten where you left her’; fitting at her Window above, 
paris ig, of Quinc+s, to make Marmalade, and. looking to fee how 
the Kooks build: For my part, -I wonder how the young Crea- 

' ture cau be fo well picas'd with thefe dull Country Objetts ; 5 fhe 
' has not my Relith lm fure. 
M. i. O'! pray indulge your own Relifh; and remove from 
“em then; Ul not have the Girl infected, Hufwife, with your 
{curvy London-Principles 5 I know you had rather be Gaping 
‘there, to fee the Coaches rattle up and down, and the Fops 
flutter in’ their Bob-tail’d Blew Coats, and White Coats, and. 
Red Coats, and long fhameful powder ‘d Wigs, that cover em 
like the Piéture of Eve in my Parlour, a Pack of Frenchified 
Puppies: But pray don’t you fet her agog after thefe pag 
forbear, I fay, Town Rampant, Safe’s the word —Go call 
cher down. 
Swick, No, Faith, I. need not fet her ; for the’ $ inclin’d 
enough of her felf, if he knew all 
— Magg. What Mr. Queenlove hinted to me this Morning about 
her, has fince, alittle alarm’d me: J have had the Charge of 
this young Creature ever fince her Infancy ; I know too, the's 
_ worth 50000 /, bequeathed to her by her Unkle’s Will, when 
{he marries ; provided Sir Fubler has ro Heirs at his "Age of 
Sixty three, which now expiring, he pretends his Lady to be 
with Child ; which I laugh at : Therefore if I can keep her 
from this young Rake-hell, Se nidaae who has had sae han- 
: ering 


2 . . a y, oh 
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kering after her, my French and Spanifo Adventurers are fob'd - 
on courfe ; and kept in the innocent Ignorance fhe now re- 
mains, F doubt not but to mould her to my.own hand ; for to 
my thinking, the poor Fool has no indifferent. Opinion of thy 
Partsalready. | . 2 ~ & 
Enter Mifs Gatty, paring a Quince. | , 
Magg. So Mils Gatty : What employ’d about your Sweet- 
meats > that's well. : | 3 
Mis G. Yes, indeed, forfooth, Pappa: Ard J have been fo — 
bufie all this Morning about it, that J han’t had time yet to 
eat my Breakfaft ; Swcket and I have made two and fifty Pots 


. already. | 


Magg. That’s my good Girl, Marmalade isof great ufe tome 
this Year of my Mayoralty, to fill up the Defert, when I'in ob- 


- lig’dto'treat the Aldermen, their Wives and Daughters,——be- 


fides, Safe’s the word, I love the Conferve very well my felf. - 
— Mis G. And-J'll warrant ye, we'll furnifh ye then, Pappa, 


for to oblige you; J love it very well my felf too I can 
make a fhift, with a new white Rowl, to cat a Lump as big as — 
my FiftinaMorning. © : 


Magg. To oblige me, hugh, there fhe difcovers herfelf a lit- 
tle : Obligements are the Jnfant-beginnings of Love, the Seeds of 
the Soul ; as the Poet Lucretins {aid—[afide.| Thank ye, dear 
Mifs, in troth I take it very kindly ; for [ do confefs J ama 
mighty Lover of the Conferve, and fo was my Father before 


‘me.- I have heard of a certain Perfon, in Office about my 


Brother, the Mayor of Lozdon, who, as ‘tis numerically compu- — 
ted, has, in his Life-time, {wallowed fome-Two and thirty 


Tun of Cuftard ; Z will not fay directly—but Safe’s the.word, I 


think [come pretty near him my {elf in Marmalade. 

_ Mifs G. There fhall be a hundred Pots more done out of 
hand then ; for I am refolv’d to pleafe ye; becaufe you know 
what you promis’d me, Pappa. 

Mag. Hee——poor Rogue; fhe has the winningf{t way with. 
her : What was that, what did I promife, Mifs? a 
_ MifsG. Oh——that I fhould leave off my Bib and ‘Apron; 
Ivads I fhould love you very well Pappa ; but that Jam afham‘d, 
methinks I look fo like a great Fool——my Bib here won't reach 

—— : _ Fe . 4 to 
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to my Belly, nor my Apron to my Knees, La am fo {prouted up: 
this two laf{t Years, J am Ivads, Pappa. | 

Mags. Paw, paw, ye are not {prouted up at tall, y area meer 
CXild in troth : Why how old do you think you are now ? 
Why; look ye, Gatty, come this Ree: you are but bare 
Fifteen. | 

Mis G. Bare Fifteen, — Indeed Pappa- cap beg your pardon, 
that’s more than you know. | 

Magg. Ha, ha, ha ——A notable witty: Jade grown; but I'll 

not feem yet to underftand her. | 
 -MifsG Befides, blefs me, what a great great many Years is 
Fifteen, for one to weara nafty Bib and Apron > /’m fure [ve 
tead in a Book, that there’s a place fomewhere, the. Women at 
Fifteen are old enough to be Grand-mothers. 

Magg. Ay, that’s in the hot Eaffere Country, . the furtheft 
part ks “the World, where the Weather ripens ‘em as foon as it 
does Flies out of Maggots. Jn China, they fay, the Females 
_ can no fooner fuck themfelves, but they are.ready to fuckle 
others: But here in our Northern Parts, Women don't like Ma- - 
rigolds, unfold as foon asthey fee the Sun. No, Mifs, you mutt 
have Patience, Safe’s the word, fome wifer than fome. : 

_Mifs G. Oh Law: Indeed, Pappa, Ican’t have Patienceany - 
longer. Come, if you'll let me leave ‘em off, you fhall fee I'll 
fo pleafe ye ; Til fit and fing by your Bed-fide a Mornings, and 
never fo much as think of going to that vile, wicked, dirty, 
ftinking Town of Londox: Oh! fogh—— iged it makes me 
keck at the: very thought on’t ; fo you'll let me put on a dear 
Manto and Petticoat, ‘to look handfomely with, only in your 
fight, Pappa. 

Magg. Only in young. Frederick's fi ight rather, I believe 
Gatty. (This tries her.) [afide. 

Mifs G. Hee-——O Law, he brought my Heart to my Mouth 
at his very.naming him, ivads Lafide.] He! What a wicked Lon- 
- don Rakefhame, a—what decall em ? a Beau nay, what's - 
worfe, a high Church Tory——and you fay, Pappa, that’s but 
one degree fromthe Devil. 

- Magg. Ha, ha, ha,—good, I think I-have wrought 
net ate. the Creature has no Soul but what J infufe into her — 


Body, 


ae TOE ee a De oe) Le a ee ee he 
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Body,—Well, Mifs, this laft Expreffion has fo won upon me, 
that ptovided you keep your word, you {hall drefs.in New | 
Cloaths, and go to your Unkles with me, where we. are invi- ~ 
ted to Dinner to Day, --- and fee, here comes your Kinfwoman,. 
I {uppofe, to inform ye of it——So, Madam. Lucia, there's your 


Coufin Gaty ; I have been diftilling new Cordial Principlesi into. 


her, pray do you confirm ‘em-——Safe’ S. the word. you know-- 

fome wiler than fome.. | ad Mag. 
-Exter Lucia. ~_ 

Lucia. What, he has been railing at Loxdon; I warrant, andi 

all good Breeding + Hang him, fulty Magiftrate—What, young, 


-asyouare, you are not fuch a Fool to believe- him, fure.- 


Mis G. Stay a little, is he gone quite off, [looks after. hint 
No, indeed, {weet Confi n, I don’t believe one word he. fays, 
nor mean one word that [ fay to:‘him.;. only make a Fool of 
him always, as I have done now, -to get off my nafty Bib-and_ 
Apron ;, but I'll go and drefs like a Lowdon Lady prefently; and! 


in the mean time, what News from that pure -fweet. Honey+- 


place, dear Coufin ? you.have promis’d me often to tell. me,. 
what they do there. __ 

Lucia. Do there! why they do every thing. there that’s: pleas. 
fant, Firft, they rattle. about all the.Morning long, to lee | 
Fathions, and drink Chocolate. 

Mifs G. Oh Law! that’s pretty. : Oh, I love jumbling: § in a 


_ Coach at my Heart. ; 


Excia. ‘Then in the. Afternoon, they V.ifit this Lady-—Com- 
plement that Lady, and’ Rail at other Lady. 

-MifsG. Good, good, good. | 

Lucia. Then to the Exchange, then to the Play-Houfe, andi 
then to the Park. 

Mifs G. The Play-Houfe, oh Law, that’sa pure place, I be— 
lieve: They fay, Coufin, a. Woman may be married in a Mi-- 


-nute’s time, at that fame Play-Houfe, if. fhe has good Luck.. 


Encia. Married; or, as fome think, provided. for as.weli;. 
Coufin. 
Mifs G. Oh dear! and that’s all oneivads: Pra 780 on fiweet: 


| me I never was = —— i my Life. 


7 Teal, Lark, Wheat-Ears 
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Lucia: Then to drefs in fine Cloaths, fee fine Balls, = fine | 
Mufick, drink fine Wine, and eat | 
Mis G. No Cole and Bacon, I warrant. : 
Incia. Oh fogh! Pheafant, Partridge, Woodcock, Snipe, 


Mis G. Oh! hold, hold, hold, dear Coufin, my Mouth wa~ 
ters fo, I can’t tell whattodo. 
: Lucia. And then the fineft, propereft, well-fhap d Gentlemen 
_ to Court ye. © 
 MiysG@. Ah!.fuch as my dear Coufin Fred. I warrant, in 
every Street : Olt heavenly. 
 Lnxeia. Ol then, I fee he’s in your Head. ftill_——But now 
to allay your } Mirth alittle, what think ye of my Lady's Crying- 
_ out, if a Boy.comcs, tho’ I know you are kept in ignorance as 


well as I, what Fortunes we = yet does it not vex you a | 


little > 
_ Mis G. Not at all. ivads 5 fer fo my dear Coufin Fred. be 
but kind enough to me. and * may live'ro fee poor, dear, {weet 
London, once beforel di. 5 asd jam ¥2 abvout,and bear, and fee, 
and eat, anc drink, and rail, ait Womfcment, and be courted, as 
_ you fay, I care not a Pin for Bor: sue t And i'll contrive that 
Satisfaction I’m refolv’d. | 
For Park and Play-Houfe, leave Jone roves and Brooks, 
And th’ odious Caw of Country Daws and kooks. [Bxewn. 


End of the Second Ad. 


ACT i SCENE L 
Sir Fumble bron it, Abram coming iil | 

Sir Fumb, EL L, thé troublefome Hour is over ‘then, 
| thanks to Providence, and the joyful News 


of a Son and Heir has already bleft me, ugh—ugh. -f think J 
am the happieft Father in Chriftendom But that my bir : 


Country Mis with ber Furbeloe. 


; ‘with the Midwife, fhould rerfiove to cry out in another Houfe, 


is fuch a Riddle, that as yet, J confefs, J cannot underftand. 
Abram. This Paper beareth what will reconcile th’ Affair to * 


your Honour. — - [Gives hime a Paper. 
-- Sir Femb. reads.| . You.cannot but believe, Sir, that the French 


_ awd Spanith Pretenders you have received into your Honfe, umft be 
very revengeful, finding their Hopes frufirated, --- and astheyhave ° | 


already brib'd you to betray your Niece, fo perhaps they may, fome 
about ws,.to poyfon your Child,—-to fecure all therefore, I am at pre- 
fent abfconded ina Friend’s Houfe, to be forth-coming, when things 
are alittle better fecur'd, and you fhall think fit to order the Chrift- 


ming. 


’ Careful Creature, ---fhe overjoys me: Why, this is Reafon 
in the higheft Sence Ugh-———and Il! foon rid my felf . 
of my Foreigners, 1faith--I have taken my Monfieur’s Jewels 
and Money, ---but what then ? if he accufes me of Bribery, J’ll 
have him up for a French Spy ; Pll trounce him that way, by 
Queen Elizabeth, ---Oh here they come, go you and wait in . 
the next Room, and be fure ftir not from thence. [Exit Abram 


Exter Piftole, and Don Tomiazo. — [and Servants. 


Pit, Oh! Sir Fumbler, now I hope you vil believe vat me’ * _ 


fay one oder time, me have difcover fuch ating, fuch a dam 


Plot againft you, dacis not in de whole Varl begar,—--your Lady — 
Is gone, vid her Womans, her Mid-Mid-Midnight, a Plague vat 
de call her,---no Pain,no Shild, no Cry-out, Morbleau, me peep a 
troo de hole in mine Chambre, and fee all, dey pack up de Plate, 
and de Jewel, and Jernie dey are gone, and have put one con-. | 
founded Sheat upon you. | 
Sir Fumb. So, this is as I expected ; Lil play upon the French 
Fool a little, Lafde.]. Why ay Monfieur---ugh---the Devil's in 
thefe Women, they will be too hard for us one way or other--- 
oh---and troth that ‘Friendly Confideration was one Reafon 
why I difappointed you and your Son there of my Niece; fhe - 
would. hawe play’d fome skittifh Female Trick or other, to have 
affronted his. Spazifh-PunGilio: And what’s Fifty thoufand 
Pounds in Amends for a PunGtilio affronted > ——A Bauble, a 
Frifle——ugh, ugh— | - 
D. Tow. Sir, [have not liv’d in Spaiz fo long, to fear any 
ans a | W oman's. 
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Woman’s tricking of me; J underftand Women, Sir, :and‘In-. 


_. trigue too, voto; I have dealt with Dona’s and Madona’s, who 


ha, ha, ha. - 


underftood the length and breadth of my Punttilio to a hair, 
Sir. Ihave alfo been comically concern’d with ’em,I have been 
ftow'd up in.a Chimny, and {moak’d there. two Hours like a 
piece of Bacon by a Woman. J-have had a Half-tub whelm’d 
over me aslong, by an amorous Wife, to hide me from the 
jcalous Cornutho, her Husband, who furprizdus. 
Sir Fumb. Very well, my vigorous Den: And can you think 
it then a wonder, if my Wife in her turn,puts alittle Trick upon 
me? fhe has flatted her Belly with an Engine fhe has contriv’d, 
Iwarrant, and is gone to dance at fome Ball, ha, ha,oh, oh, oh, 
| Llaughs, and cries out. 
Pift. Hey morbleau, dat is ver pretty, you laugha and you 
cry, you cry and you laugha, but you have de ver grand rea-_ 
fon vor one, datis to cry Eternelement vor you be fo rob, fo _. 
fheata. : | ae. ; 
~ Sir Fuwb. Oh, oh---ha, ha, ha--Why. troth,. Monfieur,- be- 
ing agitated by two fuch prevalent Paflions, I can’t forbear,—- 
_ ha, ha, when J think what.an advantage half Fifty thoufand 
Guineas would have been to you, to fend into Frazce,; to Coyn 
~ into Piftoles ; and-when J think on the lof{s of fo hopeful a Pro- 
je, then J.cry out, androar---oh, oh-- 
-D.Tom. Tell him, Father, that’s more than his fine-Lady 
has done for his Son and Heir-————you may take that alfo up- 
.. On my voto, Seignior. = | te 3 
- Pifl.Hce,hee,hee,ver good,ver good,Don Tomaz,ver fharp dat. 
Sir Fuvrb. But when J think of the Spavifh Hopes being. dit 
appointed, the other part of the Money being to be laid outin 
- ur Wool here,---ha, ha, ha, and for vaft underhand Profit to. 
beconvey’d into Spam, ha, ha,-—contrary to the Queen’s Pro- 
_ hibition and Proclamation of War, then.in {pite of Pain—-——~: 
Iiaugh--ha, ha, ha, ha | x ie e2,  O See, ° 
Pit. Jernie, vat is all dis ? Are youftark mad, Sir Fumbler 2. 
Vil you no believe me ? oe 
 . Sir fuab. Believe ye, Monfiear ! What that my Wife has 
left the Houfe > Yes, Faith, I do believe ye with as much Cér- 
tainty-—-as that the King of Frazce fhall never be an Emperér. 


_ D. Tom. 


/ 


2 t 
ry 


hifie fome grand Affair. © *. - 


$ 


D. Tom. And that your Lady has brought ye no true born Englith 


Sir Fm). And that my Lady has as certainly a true born Enelith Babe, 
as at prefent your new King has the Spanifh Crown, and confequently a _ 


“better Title to the Fifty thoufand-Pounds by a great deal; and if I pro- 
phefie right, will poffefs it much longer.. 


P:/?. Mad, mad, ftark mad, Morbleau!—vel, hark you, Monfieur _ 
Sir Fumbler, 1 you io perform your Promife about your Niece, me 


_‘hope you vill be fo generous to retund de prefent of Gold and Jewel 
_ dat me have delivera. | : | | - 


Sir Fumb. Not one Crofs nor Spark, Monficur, I am your private 


Council you Know, and am refolv’d to exa€t good Fees, 


D. Tom. Voto, we fhall get you into Weffminfler Hall, Signior. 
Sir Famb. You fhall get me 2s foon into the inquifition, Signior; in 


fhort, the Purport of the Will gives the next: Heir of mine born and 
chriftned the aforefaid Eftate, now that fuch an Heir is born in fpiteof . ~ 


all the twelve Peers of France, or the Don Rodrigues of Caflile, 1 do 
ayerr, and that he fhalt be chriftned within few Hours, you, my noble 
Friends and Inmates, fhall be Witneffes ; for I will invite the adjacent - 
Counties to be Spe€ftators of my Joy; nay, riot only them, but our two 
antagonift Nations France and Spaiz fhould be. welcom on‘ this occafion. 
- Fift. Begar dis is ver fine, you owe no Law, no Honour, no Juftice, 


you have no Shild, Morbleau, ‘yet you take my Prefent, and break your 


romife, but me fhall find de Friend, Sir Famb/er, to force you to maka 
me de reafon; vat a diable, you fhall no bully every ting; you have no 


-‘French Garifon in your-Houfe, —hah, vat tink you Maitre Mayor, is 
_ dis de French Garifon. a ae * 2s so 


— Enter Maggothead frighted and Abram. a ihe. * 
Magg. A French Garifon, —Ods pretious! [believeitis, foryonder are . 
a Troop of arm’d Redcoats at the aate, that make it look fomewhatlike — 


ones; they made a Lane for me topafs by, buta party of em have ravifh’d 


away your Niece and Daughter from me, and cartied them into the -. 
Parlor, where the Cloth’s laid; ods pretious, Safe’s the Word, but ’tis 
fuch a Riddie I can’t. tell what to make on. ; - oo 
Abram. By this fwarm of Locufts there mfift be fome horrible Plot, 
aifirmatively. ae: et 
Sir Fzenb. Humh, what fays he, a Troop of Redcoats, my Houfe is 


- not miftaken for an Inn fure, and thefe Vermin this War time come to 


uarterupon me. Hey Roger — George — come, and trundle me to this 

angé fight, the dozing Mayor drunk too much Broom-Ale laft'Night, 

fure, has had a Dream this Morning, and is not yet well out on't. - 
| | : ae ee eee [ Bort See vumbler. 
D. Toin. If they are Redcoats.’§ indeed a.Riddle yet unfolded, but 
if they had been blew, I could eafily have folv’d it by a priyate Letter 
receivd trom abroad. © eg 
_ Pat. De blew be de French Colour, and dat would ma foy have fig- 
° Ke Mags. Why 


oly 
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_ Magg. Why verily my Eyes were fodazled with the Brafs Hilts ofthe ~ 


‘Bands. *. . - . 3 
D. Tom. You.fay they were Redcoats, and then perhaps they may be 
_- of our own fide. _ oe a re ee 
_ Magg. No, no,.on my Confcience they wereblew, my Fear tells me 
fo; but they might be black for ought I know, for I hurried through 
’em as if a Cannon had bin firing at my Backfide; I never faw whether 
they had any Facesonorno, = oe. Sera | 2 ae 
. Pift. Ah, Maitre Mayor, dis be ver bad News vor you, me tell you — 
dat, for de French love Monarchy, and always hang de Republican up 


| : by de Heel alive. . 


Magg. Ods pretious, and Coventry is but a little way. off neithers 
- but come, I can turn, I can turn, a Common-wealth’s. Man is not fo 
{tiff neither, | | —s | — e 
But when he’s fore’d he can comply, © a 
- And drink a Health to-Monarchy, a - , . 
And, Monfieur, fo ifaik can I. J. tae whe [ Noife. within 
What, Safe’s my. Word ftill, fome wifer than fome.. oe 
_D. Tom. There’s a great Noife without, if after our Raillery thefe 
fhould be Thieves, and come to rob us — voto, *twould make but an ill 
end of the Jeft. Come Father, let’s fee what the matter is.. 
_, Pift, Alez mon fils —along donc..- [As they are going out they are 
:  & «gs i by Bom. Jowler, Touch-hole, Crimp, 
[difguisd, who feize them oad exeunt. 


| 4 SCENE IL | 
_ Enter-*¥rederick, Queenlove, and Combwig di/guis'd, with Mifs drefs'd 
es modifhly, andLuciaa = * *) 
‘Fred. And that-you fhould not be frighted, Sifter, nor you, my dear 
pretty Coufin, we have taken this opportunity to balk your Guardian, and 
difcover our felves to you, and plot upon my Father, which is only to- - 
jearch his Houfe, and get a fight of the Will. a 
_ Queen.. Which may be of material Confequence to both of ye, fince 
neither know your Fortunes,’ nor what ye may be wrong’d of when your 
Father pleafes to be out of Humour. 7 a a 
Lucia, I vow, Brother, methinks tis a very odd method you — 
no * bigtizeasy GOOQlE * taken 


4 


> 


‘taken, for I 


ountry Mufs with ber furbeloe. 43 
{wear I was terribly frighted at firft, and I’m furefoismy 
Father to th? extreme, for-he thinks of nothing but that "tis 2 Robbery. 
Fred. No Faith, tho’ he deferves ét from me; all that Pf rob him of 
fhall be a fight of the Will, a KifS from my pretty Coufin here, and 


. toknow what weight fhe bears. 


Mifs. Oh! Lord, he huggs me fo clofe I’can’t have liberty to look | 


upon my felf a little in my new DrefS. [Looking on ber felf.| Well 


ivads *tis pure in Fafhion; nay, Coufin Fred, not that I was fo much 


-frighted, Coufin Fred, I an’t fuch a Baby to be afear’d of a Man; but 


good me, Coufin Fred, that. you fhould do fuch a thing to kils me, 


Coufin Fred, — O law ’tis huge pretty ; well, I {wear I’m a Woman now, 
let them fay what they will. ; 7 


Fred“ A Woman, ay, every Inch of thee, what would they perfuade | 
thee thou art a Child ftill, my dear fweet Coufin Gatty 2 | 


Mis. Ah! dear fweer Coufin Fred, yes indeed. 


Lucia. She’s as pleas’d with her new Clothes, asa Lapdog of his | 
Collar.and Bells. - - s | 
Queen. Ay, and not a little pleas’d with this Liberty from her Jaylor 
now. Combwig, isallmanag’d asitfhouldbe? © —— 
Fred. Where’s my Father and the two Inmates. 3 
Comb, In thenext Room, Sir, all ina profound Fright, and amaz’d to 
think what will be the end of the matter; they are all bound and pin- 


' 


_ nion’d except the ald Knight, and his Gout does that for him naturally ; 


fo that you may prepare tor the Search when you pleafe, for moft of the 


| _ Servants aré empley’d abroad to get things ready for the Chriftning. 


Fred. No Faith, we'll dine-with him firft, come W7// let’s go and 
contrive it to be done with Ceremony; shey are all to fpeak French 
Giberifh the better to pafS$ unknown; for your part, Ladies, you have 
your-Kews already; and, Sifter, be it your particular Care to keep MifS 
in order, that her over acted Joy difcover nothing. —— 

Queen. Pil do what I can to make ye fenfible of your Fortune now, 
Madam; [have already, to fhewye a faithful Lover. => [ Exxeunt. 

Mifs. Oh good! what a vexatious thing ’tis, that one can’t fee one’s 
felfround; oh, here’sa GlafS. [Curt/feys to the Glafs.| Your Servant, . 
dear Mrs. Gatty, your Servant, your Servant; — pray Coufin how d’ye 
like the Silk of my Manto, is it not a charming one ? and my Head 
here, fweet Coufin, is it nota pure crumptious Head? and my Petti- 
coat and my Furbeloe here, and my Farbiloe here, and here, and here? 
oh, good; well ’tis fo pretty, fure one can’t be too much furbilo’d. 

’ Lucia. Ha, ha; but your Admiration comes a little of the lateft now, 
Coufin; for *tis almoft quite ont of Fafhion. i 
Mifs. What, you wont make me believe that; I gave our Taylor by 


. 


the by a Token Crown piece in broad Gold, and a Coronation Medal, . 


to make it in the neweft Fafhion he could, and I’m fure he would not > 
cheat me; for he’s the honefteft Man, and that he’s a pyre Woman’s 
Taylor Ivads, I think you. may fee by me, here’s-a-Shape for ye, 
Coufn ts . [Gatty jets about. 

| | G2 - Lucia. “Twas - 


Lg 


_ ~ Touch. Je fuis une Capitain,” Morbleau. 


_ the Key is, and then you. have your Defite.. 


_ Lucia. >Twas tolerable once indged, but truly MifS you have Jately +. 


make me look great and bopncing, — ah, if I .an’e fwingingly rufiled 


wd 


~ Sir Fumbler zs trundled in by Jowler and Touch-hole difeuis'd. i, 


Mifs. Oh good, my Uncle! What will my Coufin Fred do to me now 


_T wonder? but Jet him do what he will, I. won’c.difcover any thing I’m 


refolvd. . ° . - | : Ge 
Sir Fumb. What d’ye.mean by this, Gent. where are my Servants, . 
~—what are youFriend, hah? ~~ —s_ [Looking furpriz’dly at Jowler. 
. Fowler. Je fuis une home du Guer, Monfieur. ee 
Sir Fumb. Ay, what that is now old Nick may tell ye for me; and 
you, Sir? . ' [To Touch-hole. 


Sir Fumb. It muftbe fo, they’re fome of the French Privateers got on — 

Shore, and moft certainly come to rob me, oh! oh! a Capitain! good, 

all the Thieves in Exrope calt themfelvesCapitains nowadays, oh! — 
Lucia, how Vye, Sir, would I could help ye’ = [Seems to weep. 

Mifs. Or L-either, oh! would my Coufin Fred were here Unkle. 

= ee ae . | [Seems to weep. 

_ + Lucia. Hufh, haveacare what you fay. [ Foges ber.] TheGirlsHead.~ . 
runs fo upon her Coufin Fred, fhe’ll certainly. difcover fomething. » 

Sir Fumb. Poor Jades, they are fo concern’d for me, they’re infenfible. 
of their own Danger, — for here’s no Security againit Ravifhment that 
I fee, and this French Capitain looks like no great Doftor im Humanity, 
— here comes the whole Cavalcade too, hah, -and my Dinner ferv’d in 


“by the Devil knows who; oh! however ’twas well my Wife luckily 


difpos’d of my Plate and Jewels before they came, Iwas unwilling : 


_then, but now am glad on’t. a ee 
Enter Bombard, Hookem, Crimp, Butler with Difhes, and place them 
_ om the Table, Combwig with a Cabinet, Piftole, D. Tomazo, Mag- 


gothead, and Abram bound and pinion’d, then Queenlove and Frede- 
rick, Combwig whifpers bim. be ae te | : 
-Comb. Here’s the Cabinet, Sir, which I found in the Clofer,- where’ 
Madam Lwcia direCted me; fo we muft only. make him difcoyer where 
Fred, Oh! prithee do thou go and fright him out on’t, ‘whilft Ima- . 
vege tie reft: I fee he has his Eye upon’t already, along, -Meffires 
oS : a Jj. ~  Affeyez. 


“ 


eee 


vat 


| Affeyer & yous plais,, unbind that old Rafal there, ad let him wait. 

Sir Fumb. Hah! the Cabinet where the Will and all my Writings are; oh! 
oh! Confufion if they rob me of that, 'm undone for ever. 

Fred rakes Mifs Gatty, and Queenlove Lucia, ead fit down at Table with 
the reft; and eat and drink, — they make Abram wait. 

D. Tom. They are very hungry fare, that they can ie fo much time, and. 
venture tneir Necks for a Dinner. 

Pift. Ecote, mon fils, dey are de French I find, vor all dey have de ted: 
Coat, me vill difcovera my felf to dem, and get. Favour. 

Mage. Oh! the Inflexibility of human things, 1 am in my degree now 
Mayor of Coventry, and yet for an odd Word, inftead of punifhing thefe - 
Varlets may be ty’d Neck and Heels my felf'; 0 tempora! O mores! but 
come, Sate’s the Word, ’tis paft doubt, Friend Abram, this.muft be for Mifs. 
Gatty, they have finelt out the Heirefs, "and the Money, moft cer ae they 
took all, like Fortune hunting Rogues. [To Piftote. 

Abram. Yes, yes, Money will not long lic hid in any place, the very dead. 
- -themfelves, tho” they can {pend none on’t, will rif#agen from their Gravesto © 
difcover their Money, affirmatively, oh! [.Quéenlove- i. hint, 

: [be gives bim.a Glafs. 

Queen. Along, Bouger donez moy 4 Boire Monfet . vot; pe Sir Fumb.. ’ 
Sante, mon Amy Beve &‘baife vot Metreffe. . [To Fred. hiffing Lucia.. 

Fred. De tout mon ceur, along Meffires baife les weit [The reft kifs’em. 

Sis Fumb. Oh! oh! oh! can Flefh and Blood bear this? Monfieur Piftole,, 
you can-fpeak their Language, tell em, Ihope they are fo much Men, they . 
will not wrong the Ladies; and fay withal, that Iam forry they find me out of - 
Money to fupply their Want, ugh, ugh, confound ’em. [ Afide..~ 

Comb. Look you, Sire, me can fpeaka de Englifh.a leetle, and affure you - 
de Ladie and all here, fhall be sa and Murdre, if yau no give de Key vor 
open dis Cabinet prefantlee. 

Sir Famb. Oh! the Devil, this is s what Ifear’d, thisis a worfe twitch thane 
the Gout a thoufand times, "alas, Sir, there is nothing there but old Papers, 
the Key can be of no. value to. you, oh! oh! 

Comb. Oh! Sire, dere be fome-old Parchment or oder for maka de Kite ‘ 
for fly, de French love extremement for fly de Kite, derefore de ca de.. 
Key, or we vill fo ravifh, fo burn, fo plundera. . 

Sir. Fab. On'-was ever Man fo tortur’d ? : 

Mifs. Well, ivads, this isa pure Frollick,- oh good, how t my Uncle foots: 

Lucia. If you don’t put the old Gentleman out of his Pain quickly, my 
Pity will difcever all. 

. Queen. Oh! Siience,; dear {weet, en Heaver’s fake, he'll be difpatcht: | 
‘immediately. - ; 

Fred. Combwig I believe fas manag’d him by this time. © 

Comb. Infhort den, Sire, not to wait time any longer, I muft not ale have: 
de Key, hut know de Story of your Niece, and de whole Truth upon your: 
Oat: vor to be plain, dat is de main caufe of our coming, vifh if you deny,. 
or tell falfe, here be dole vill maka no more to cut your Trete, begar dex. 
to fnapa dere Finger. 

Sir Fumb, he bloody French Bougre, ch!, my SFO well I fee.’tis invain 

to 


“Pift. Ecote mon amy, we are both of defame Country, and to telle you 
ene Secret, 1am here de Spy, and ferve our grand Monarch in his pollitique 
Affaire, if you vil unbind me and my Son Don Tomaz here, we will manage 
.de Secret vid one anoder, and de Riches and Honour begar from France and 
Spain thall be ar ourService. ~ | , Be 
Comb. Here’sa rare French Rogue for ye, and pafles for a Proteftant Refugee, 
T warrant him ; this Difcovery is worth fomething however :-Hah, Poltroon 
Coquin, vat fhare mine Plunder,, begar de Frenchman love himfelf too well vor 
dat, dat be de Trick of de Dufh and German Fool, along Bougre. [Strikes bim. 

Pift. Begar dis be de bad Omen, me have obferva dat de French Politique 
vill no take effe€t as formerly ; Diable vat is de meaning ofdis! . = 
Magg. Ob tempora! oh mares! \fay agen; well, Tam Mayor of Coventry 
- {till; and muft demonftrate Wifdom by Patience; but Friend, if it could but 

‘enter into thee who l.am — | er. | 

Comb. Aw, Fanatics Bougre, me know you ver well, ——~ along Poltron. 
a | [Strikes bim.| [Exeunt. 


Mage. Ob! tempora! ob mores! a | 
_ Sir Fumb. folus.| They are gone at laft, and have left me.alone, as I cun- 
- _ ningly contriv’d, ---- Death! what an Agony and Fright have the Villains put 
“me into, but yet fhould not fucceed in their damn’d Enterprize for all their 
Subtilty, if my Nerves, Joints and Limbs Oh! fo long refty with my 
Diftemper, -would but take the Vigor my Soul could lend ’em in this extreme 
Crifis of my Life; for I have one Secret yet unknown, which has unavoidable 
Power to fruftrate all their Defigns ; for lately purchafing this Houfe and 
Eitate, they told me it had belong’d for fome hundred Years to a ftri&t Family _ 
' of Roman Catholicks, and withal fhew’d me a fecret Trap-door in this very . 

Room, opening a large Vault which led from thence into the Garden, where 
in the late Popifh Plot time they us’d to ftow their Priefts in Days of Search aad 
Danger ; T having private Knowledge of this, -us’d many-times to play Tric 

an | with 


per ae 
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_with Guefts and Relations, often vanifhing away when they left me alone, and 
- fogot, from many that could not imagin my fecret Conveyance, the Name of” 
a Conjurer, they believing really I dealt with the Devil: humh, what aglo- 
tious piece of Conjuration would this be now, as my Cafe ftands! there’s 
the Cabinet left as if it. dared me toa-Trial; within it, Writings worth near 
a hundred thoufand Pounds, which, if I ftay, are a certain Prey to thefe 
Robbers; the Lofs of which, befides the prefent venture of my Throat’s cut- 
ting, if I refufe.to tell them my Niece’s Story, will be my Death infallibly. 
By your Leave, Gout then; and Limbs, let me now fee, how far the Spirit of 


Fear cananimate ye. [Rovw/es a /itt/e.| 1 haveknownin diftrefS of Fireand © _ 


fach Dangers, the Bedrid have found Strength enough to relieve themfelves by 
. funning away ; my Fright, Lofs and Danger equals any, let’s fee therefore . 
what Defpair.can do; hark; they’r coming, now, now’s the time, or never. 
(Tambles about till he gets the Cabinet, and to the Trap.| So, here’s the Ca- 
binet, here’s the Key, and here’s the Trapdoor; hold, the Window, I fee; is - 
open already, anda Word or two with my Pencil left on Paper will amufe’em - 
the more. [Writes.]. And fo my fweet fappated Son, with your Crew of poli- 
tick plotting Puppies, I think ye are out plotted now ; for you muft pull up . 
the Floor if you'll follow me. «= [Exit with the Cobinet down the Vault. 
, socz Re-enter Combwig: = ee 
Comb. Come,.Come, dis Trick vill no do, Mounfieur, dere be no Key; 
—— how now, where the Devil is he, what the Cabinet gone too, oh! they 
have got him into the next Room, I fuppofe, for hetter Security ; hey Mef- 
fires, along, bring him in, dis be de verdam Trick begar, ss 
Re-enter Frederick, Queenlove, Bombard, Lucia, Ati/s Gatty; _ 
| : Hookem, Crimp, Jowler, Touch-hole. 3 
ueen. Well, choice Lad, what fays the old Fobus ? | | 
Bomb, Ay Boy, what fays the old Fobus? - [Fred and rhe reft flare 
Hook. Ay, what fays the old Fobus? [ about, and Combwig at them. 
Comb, Why, what can the old Fobus fay ? - a a 
Crimp.. Ay, -what can the old Fobus fay ? - : 
Fowl. Ay, what can he fay? ? | 
' Comb. He put a plaguy fly Trick upon me, there’s no Key above. 
' Queen. A Trick upon thee! re | a 
Bomb. A Trick upon thee!: ; 
Fowl. A fly Frick. 
Crimp. A Trick. | 
' Fred. But where is he,. Rafcal ? | | — [ Eagerly. 
Queen. Ay, where is he ? a oo Louder. . 
Bomb. Ay, where the Devil is he? ee | Loudeff. 
Comb. Why, where the Devil is he, Task you? I left himhere ina pla- 
guy Fright, with the Cabinet. : -_ 7 2 #4 
ia. He has not been with us. 
Mifs. Nor the Cabinet neither, oh law! - 
Comb. No. - [Omnes.| No. SS 7 
Fred. Why fure this Rogue has not melted my Father away. in-a Fright, 
and the Cabinet too, here are.no fuch Signs, | 


= 


~~ Comb. Cann: 
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~. Tam amaz’d, confounded. Why Gent. as this i is my Head on, I left: 
em both here within ‘this two Minutes. | 

Lucia. Here’s a Paper on the Floor, let’s fee what’s in rt. [Takes the Paper: _ 

_ AMifs. Succ-Succ-cour, fup-fuggar Sops: . .[Gatty looks in’t witb ber. 

| Fred. Pith, what is’. © - [Reads. 

| Succour, fuppos'd, by Magick Speed, 
; Has helpt me off in time of need. : | 
Oh! tis solain now, the old Gentleman’s flown. out of the Window, and d has car- 
ried the Calines with him as lightly asa Carrier Pigeon do’s a Letter in Turkey. - 
. Mifs. Qh law! and that may be, I vow; for now I think on’t, I have 
heard he has conju:cd himfelf out of the Houle, a many times. 
| Queen. \ know not whither he can iuake himfelf Conjurer or no, but he 
-has made Fools of us ’m fure. | 
Fred. If I find her worth 50000 /. Will, wile thou be euonanle and_ take 

half now for thy fine Plot. . [Ironically to Queenlove. 

— Queen. Why Faith, that may chance to be fomewhat too much, for as _ 
the Cafe now ‘doubtfally {tands, Fred, I quettion whether thou canft {pare 

_ fo much out of her Fortune. / 
: Bomb, Fortune! dam her and all her Fondlings, Ihave found. her a Whore 
all along. | 
. Fowl. Why this is a plieiy balk, Gent. = 
Omnes. Ay, ’tis fo, a damnable balk. _. [Al fretting about. 
Maggothead within. y Ott with the Hinges, there’s but one Door more, fhe's S 
’ within there, —Mifs Gatty, Milfs Garty, Child, Child.. 

. Mifs. Oh! the Dewce take your bawling Chops, what will become of me 
now. 

Fred, Ah, Cuftard choak him, ’tis the mufty Mayor, he has had help fome 
way cr other, and is got loofe, “dslife, we have no time to contrive neither,, but 
one Kits then, dear Creature, and {o down to the Back-door and difperfe 
-. immediately. 

Queen. Only this now, but the next Opportunity, I hope, will fix your 
Refolve, till when adieu, dear Angel. .. - liga and exeunt. 
Lucia. Well, I {wear, thisAccident puzzles me flrange Ys how fhould he 
et away ? | 
: Mifs. Nay, by.the Devil’s help no doubt on’t, that old Carrier of Cuckolds, 
_ ivads, has gallop’d him off, Pm fure; but that does not trouble me half fo 
rnuch as to leave my dear {weet Coufin Fred fo" fuddenly, to go to.my old ~ 
_ ftinking Guardian yonder. - we CCP. 
Yet tho? that makes me cry this makes.me fing, 
| The Bib and Apron’s gone, that’s one good thing... ” 
oO The End - the third Ad. a3 
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ACT IV.. SCENE. rs 


“Enter Lady Oldmode drefi'd fafbionably, and Probleme. ia . 


e Lady. yes they are fretting yonder fill) Probleme, the Miftarriage 
of this Plot unon hie Farher hace cut rhe Snack terihty ont of 
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ountry . 


Prob. Ay, Madam, and burn me likea Toaft, if’twould not make onealmoft | 
die with laughing, to fee how they feratch their Heads; and what Faces they 


make, efpecially the bluff Major, and the other Country Puts; the Major 
has broke his Sword to the Hilt, with clafhing it againft the Walls for Mad- 
nefs; the Fifher has fpojlq his ’Angling-Rod, and the Dog-lover crack"d and 
quite demolith’d his.beft hunting Horn. 


Lady. Well, I'm refolv’d they fhan’t yet know the Turn of their good For- 


. tune; PIL ally my young Rover a little more firft. 


Prob, Play with him a little, Madam, as a Cat does with a Moufe; he 


will go down the fweeter at laft. Here they come, [ll get out of the ' way 


for fear of crofs Queftions.. - [Exit Prob. 
_ Enter Frederick, Queenlove, Bombard, Crimp, Jowler, Hooker 
undifeuisd, with Touch-hole. 


- Fred.» Nay, nay, this Plor faith, Will, muft do,. it looks with a good Face, ’ 
therefore if ever thou wilt affift me, doit now friendly ; ; thine, as Fate will have. 
it, has been unfuccefsful, now thou fhalt fee what mine will do. 


Queen. Well, Pil do what I can to banter my. Common-wealths-man for 


thee, and will alfo fend the Letter to him, as thou haft contriv’d it, tho faith - 


I confent but with half a good Will; if we were fure of her Fortune, I. 
_ fhould go briskly about the Bufinefs, but this meer Whoring, without the~ 


warrant of Honour or the Pleafure ‘of Profit, why how doff thou think I 


‘can anfwer it to my Confcience ? 


Fred. Oh! Friendfhip muft balance that ; befides, prithee hope the beft 


put it to -the venture, but no more, here’s my Lady. 


Lady. What, in thd Dumps ftill, “Sir, is this the beft Air you can put on 


to entertain a Lady that honours ye ‘with a kind Vifit? °Tis well enough in- 


deed for.a Mother-in-Law, but for a Miftreis, and one newly brought to 


Bed you know too, ha, ha, ha, unlefs the Word Stale be put in to fpoil 
the Jeft, ’tis a little unaccomptable. 

Fred, Oh! you fhall find it otherwifeé, Madam, immediately, nothing fhalf 
appear in my Humour but what is concurrent with yours, and proper to ex- 


And why j is this {tiff formal Word of Madam us’d fo much then, pray 
Sir ? ry seo before your Father *twere proper enough ; but, dear Fr ed, fince 
I was intended to be nearer related to thee, than the Title of Mother-in-Law 
can make me, let me have the old lov’d Name of Celia Lus’d to have. 


Fred. Why then Ce/ia, the witty and the charming thou fhalt be always, 


my Friend here knows I drink thy Health by that Name every Night a 
Queen. "Tis very true, Madam, I muft do him Juftice in that point. 
Fred. Nor pray don’t think my Appetite fo {queamifh, that’tis to be pall d, 


the Reftorative of I may.have, equal to the Provocative of I would have. 
Lady. Oh! pardon me, Sir, you Menare generally of quite another Opinion, 


you always love beft-the things hardeft to be got ; and your right Lover like your’. - 


right POSTER, delights 1 inthe 7 of the Chace notinthe Game it felt. 
Hy GoO' Queen. Fatigue, 


- till, things may-fall out better than we imagine; however, Pm refolv'd to - 


~ prefs my Thanks for this laft well a€ted Scene of your Wit. and Kindnefs, 
~~ I {wear, Madam, I muft own were perform’d to a Miracle. = 3 


-by having a good Dith I have lov’d over agen; no, no, for my part I think . 
Repetition of what one — as pleafant as Expectation ofa Novelty, and 


% 
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Queen. Fatigue, Madam, with fome fort of Lovers; indeed is the aul way 
~ to improve Delight; bur ’tiscertainly always as Appeti te fways, and if fo, I 
never knew the cuftomary Rafher go. down the worfe, becaufe it was ealie to 
be got, and ready athand. - Emer Butler with Wine. 
Fred. Pat the Burgundy round. there,” Gent. pray fic down and try if you 


“can drive away Sorrow, for our late Mifcarriage, witha Bumper or.two, PIL ~ 


come and thank ye with a GlafS my felf prefently. (Fred és courting and 
[ toying with Lady Oldmode. 


Fowler. ‘With all. my Heart, [ han’r had — to the New Houfe to - | 


Day, come along, Major, let’s tope. | 
Bomb. Well, prithee tope if thou wilt, 
Hook. Ay, and let the Old Houfe fink to the Dogs, comé let’s tope. 
Omnes. Ay, ay, the New Houfe, the New Houfe, come on my Lads. 

: Enter Combwig ba/ft: ily. | [ They fit down to drink, 

Comb. Sir, I know I fhall furprize ye, but.may I never powder peruke 

more, if your Father be not below in the Hall, with the French Merchani, 
=the Groom is pulling off their Boots. 

| Fred. How now, Impertinence, what’s that you fay? [Turning a lisse to bim, 
- Comb. Your Father,. aSI live, Sir, below, jult come in. 

Fred. What the Devil, art thou. mad? [ Looking frowningly. 
Lady. Pfhaw, ’tis impofhble, he has not f{tirr’d Hand nor Foot this 12 Month. 
Comb. For ali that, tis certainly he, Sir; peep down Stairs here,. you may 


' fee him. . [tred looks down. 
Fred. *Tis he, or the Devil in his Shape, by this Hand. hn 
“Queen. He! why he’s ctippled, he can’t move. | = 


Comh, Sir, it proves otherwife, I made fhift to pump suf a word or two . 


from his Man, who told me a late Fright he had, together with an extraor- 
dinary. new: Medicine he tool: laft Night, had drove away the Gout to fuch a 

. degree, that he had got his Limbs 988m he’s in a damnable Fret too, hark ye, 
.. Sir, he’s coming up Stairs. 


Lady. Ods Life, and no Clofer,’ nor no Place for me to hide my felf in, ) 


what fhall Ido? 
Fred. Na y faith, you - e’en make ae beft of a bad Matter now, and 


— buff it out; you may eafily out-face him in that DrefS: [ll call ye Coufin, 


— d’ye hear, Gent. my-Father’s below, he conjured himfelf lately out of the 


Window, you Know, and row! fappofe the fame Devil has hors’d him hither; 


however keep your Countenances, and this is my Coufin,. d’ye hear ? 


— Bomb.. She fhall be my Coufin too, if fhe pleafes, “let him conjure old. 


Nick to fay the contrary. 
Queen. Faith, I fhall believe the oid Fellow ie Poft with Satan in 
here! and come on Horfeback ! 


good earnelt, 
"Fred. Now the Gravity of a reforming Presbyter, the Confide ie of a well 
_brib’d Lawyer, and the Hypocrifie of a young buxom Widow aliift m 

LEnter Sir kumbler antiquely dreft, and Piftole. | 


What do.i ice! my Father! and able to come abroad too? This is an Ho- 


nour too great for my hopes, your Bleifing, Sir. - [ Kxeels. 
Sir Fab. Ah! plague, —but I will contain my felf, Bleffing! yes, yes, 


s 


~admirable Companions thefe. 


aril have Bieilings you will force Blefings Sir, a Cabinet full ata time, 
| had 
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had not my good Angel over-rul’d : Why, thou Vilfain, thou Reprobate, ’ 


-how dar'ft thou look me in the Face, after what was done Yefterday ? 


Fred. Why, what was done Yefterday, Sir? For my part,-I was not out . 


- of my Doors, I was at home all Day a drinking, as i Coufin here, and 
a 


eae 


thefe can witnefs. | [Sir Fumblér avd Lady ftare at one another. 

Touch. Ay, Sit, wewere all here drinking Profperity to: the a Houte ; ; 
weneverftirrd, we! . 

Omnes. No, Sir, we never ftirr’d, we! 

Bomb. Here are Church Proteftants of this Reign for ye, how ie Rogues 
catch the Lye at thefirft rebound. [ToPiftole.] Sir, wiil you pleafe to drink 
a GlafS here. I'll fee if this Monfieur have any Honour in‘him. [Afi ides 
_ Sit Fumb. Hah! who’s yonder, my Eyes dazzle fure ? 

Pift. Hugh, Begaricbe fhe. [ Fages Sir Fumbler, and prints to Lady. 

Sir Fumb. The Devil it is! —but yet can there be two Faces fo alike : 


‘Death! but that 1 know my Wife to be in Bed, and I’m fure at this very mo- 


ment brooding over her new-born Kidd, and that tis apo to be other- 


wife, I fhould fwear ’twere fhe; the very fhe. | 
Pift. She, She, and Morblean, tis fhe, me.villgo and pump more out of | 


dem yonder. | [goes and fits down with the Drinkers. 
Lady. The Gentleman likes me, I believe; Coufin, pray, old Sir, look» 


_ agen, PIL turn me round; how d’ye fancy my Drefs, tis the right London 


new Mode, which I love dearly: oh gad! I would not be out of the new 
Mode one Day for more than [ll {peak of. ; 

Sir Fam. Oh! nay then Pll fwear’tis none of her, her Love of thenew Mode 
has confirm’d me; but that plaguy roguifh leer agen there, is fo much the 
fame ;. why.two golden Medals of Queen E/izabeth are not “fo like. 

Lady. Wells Sir, does the Obje&t pleafe ye, I hope my Clothes are beco- 
ming, which aremore than yours are, methinks; oh frightful! whata Garb 
is there, prithee, Coufin, who is this piece of Antiquity, he looks juft like 


fome monftrous Bird fent from fome remote Cx oun), the farther end of the 


World, to be fhewn here as a Rarity. 
Qucen. Ha; ha, ha, ha. : ; 
Sir Fumb. Does he fo, "tis very queintly obferv’d, your fluttering Ladythip 
fhews like a Bird of a more modern Climate, you do, in troth, Coufin: The 
this be a Stranger. Relation, Sit, I hope you'll give me leave to claim, in 
right of you. { To Fred. 
Fred. Ay, with all my Heart, Sir, all my Relations are at your Service, 


you can.marry no more of ’em,. ‘that’s my Comfort. 


Dog! 


Sir Fumb. Ah! cutting! 


' Lady. I {wear he fhall change his Drefs then, T'll be no Kin to- hime elie. 


_Queen. Ay, that’s but reafonable, “faith, Madam. 
Lady. In that odious Ruff there he'll be taken for fome antique vnoden. 


’ Figure, to be fet up atthe end of a Hall; I fhall be = at as | go 


along the Streets with him. | 
Queen. How he ftares at her, and j in what Confufion, why this is a 
perfect Comedy. [Afi Yiae to bred. 
Sir Fumb. The very fame ton’d Voice too; but then her miflikeof my -Drefs 
confirms me, this muft be fome lewd Lozdox Gimerack, fome Play -heufe 
H 2 , - haunting 
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~ haunting Coufin, they may well be Coufins, when every one of "em isrelated 
_ to the whole Town; hah, and what a Crew of Rakehells he has gottogether ~ 
toping yonder! but let 2em tope and be damn’d; now to the BulinefS of my _ 


coming hither, d’ye hear, Sir? This it feems is call’d the New Houfe, very 


good, .the Houfe may be new, but the old Acres will be melted'away quickly” 
taith ; and to put you out of all hones of more from me,-or fuccefs in far- 
ther Projects about the Will,: tho’ tis proper, you ungratious Wretch, you. 
deny your Knowledge in the intended Robbery Yefterday, for fear of. the 
— Law,—heark in your Ean [They whifper. 
Fowl. Sir, 1am an Englifhman, and wont hear my Nation bely’d; Sir, I 
love a good Pack of Dogs, I fervemy Country, and pay {winging Taxes with- 
out grumbling; and dare you f{pread abroad fuch“’a fcandalous thing, as to fay __ 
the French have taken Portfmouth 2 Sir, you are a Scoundrel. gE 
-Pift. Ecote, Ecote, me no fay dey have, me fay, ‘dey will taka dat, and all 
oder Place, if one ting chance; hah, Morbleau, me fay dat, and you be'de 
scoundrell too. ae. - [Offers to fight in beat. 
Omnes, Come, come, no quarrelling, no quarrelling, =* ~~ - ‘ 
Hook. Hark’ye Touch-bole, do you take hold of ftubborn Exg/and, whilft 


I pull hot-headed France here back by the Ears. . [They part em, 
Bomb. This Fellow is all flafh, flutter, and talk, therefore incapable of any- 
Truft from me; I have found him out already. — [Afide. . 


‘Crimp. | but when, Monfieur, will the French do this 2? 7 
_- Biff, When, begar, when dey be able, when dey have deir Advantage, 
Jernie de French be wife People,. when de Army be upon de Square, dey lie’ 
{nug and tame as de Lamb; but if dey recruite and have de Advafitage, den 
_ begar dey fall onlike de Lion. of = . 
Touch, Ay, that’s true indeed. | eo 
— Queen. Dflife, that I had buta familiar for one Hour,’ to obey my Com- 
mands, and-balk that old Knight’s Humour a little, for I know he plays the 
Tyrant with poor Fred yonder. ; = ee 
Lady. Ay, but you fhall fee his Reign at an end very quickly, take my’ 
Word, Sir. | i in 2 | | 
Ered. Well, well, Sir, if you refolve to be fo unnatural; there’s no more: . 
to be faid; there may yet chance to come a time. a oo 
_. Sit Fumb. What, when your fine Plots fhall take effe&t, Sir, when you fhall 
have the Will in your Poffeffion; ha, ha, ha; ha, No, no, Fool, that fhall - 
never be whilft I can conjure and fly out of a Window to fecure it. 
- Lady. But what if he fhould conjure too, old Gentleman, Coufin, Imean. ~ 
__ Sit Famb. Why if he can conjure the Will out of my Cabinet at home and 
‘o it upon this Table, why then this Purfe here, with 200 Guineas in’t, and . 
' Notes for eight hundred more, [-will before Witnefs here give you, to buy 
more kickfhaw Dreffes with: Coufin, ha, ha, ha, he conjure! , -~ 
Fred. If ever one would wifh to go to the Devil for a Spell, hecould not © 
be more tempted than now. a a 
Lady. Hark ye; Sir, [Taking Fred afide.| The Secret being now ripe, 
which.you had known fooner had not they interrupted — To fhew ye I was 
defign’d for your better Genius, and not todefer your good Luck any longer, 
- here ig the Will. — (Gives him a Parchment. 
¥ \ * 3 a oy (GO “Fred. Hah y 
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Fred. ilah! what fay ft thou, Angel ? sf Bagerly, 
» Lacy. The Will, Sir, he gave it me two Days fince to read, and I never 
_ putic into the Cabinet fince, °tis the very Will you may depend on’t. | : 
Fred, What, the very, very, very, very Will, is’t poffible? Oh! thou charme- 
ing, dear, fweet, heavenly —. [ Kueels tran{ported amd embraces ber:. 
“Sir Fumb. The Fool’s asking her Bleffing;. ha, ha, I believe he takes her 
- for his Mother-in-Law indeed. - | 
Lady. Smother your Surprize, and keep your Countenance, Iet’s trp if we: 
‘can fhap him in the Wager. [Apart-] What, Coufin, have you no Skill 
in Magick then, methinks a young Gentleman fhould never fail of raifing ai 
Spirit to oblige a Lady. ; | : _ 
Sir Fumb. No certainly, and what a Wardrobe of Cocking-heads, bumble-. 
~ tail’d: Manto’s and: furbilo’d Petticoats, will a thoufand Pounds buy; —~ hah, 
— what fays your Mepbiftopbilws, will he bring it, here’s the Money: ready- 


: | a [Lays it dowz.. 
Fred. Faith and Mephiftopbilus, 1 thank him, as readily has brought it, 
there’s the Will. — : =e _. [Lays it down, 


' Lady, Ay, and my Pocket is as ready for the Purfe here; nay, *tis {6 old: 
Gentleman, by Queen Ev:zabeth. | . [Snatches up the Purfe.. 
“Sir Fumb. What's fo, what’s fo, what Will, what Will? Offers to take: 
_ | | back the Purfe, all binder.. 
Fred. What Will, why the very Will, Sir, my Uncle’s Will, read it Qzeen/ove.. 
Lady, Yes Sir, the very Will, what d’ye think a young Fellow can’t conjure: 
fora Lady as well as an old? that’s a good Jeft indeed... | ae 
Pift. Begarit is ver true, dat be Sir Lione//’s Hand me vull {wear. . 
Omnes, Ay,~ay, his Hand it is; it muft be his Hand. { Looking on’t, 
Bomb. Good agen, thefe Knights of the Poft will give him no occalion to: 
hire ’em.. Be | : _ 
Sir Fumb. Why ye Cheats, Wizards, Pickpockets, Death, will ye make: 
me mad! is not the Will fafe lock’d up in my Cabinet at-home; and has nor: 
my Wife the Key:? | i | | ae 
Fred. No, land my Friend Mepbiftophilis have conjur’d it out; I tell ye;., 
and -there ’tis, — come read Will, —leave nomine dominys, and let my good ' 
Uncle’s Soul and Body reft where ’tis proper; come to the Solids, quick), 
uick, here, here, dear Rogue, Item, Item, Item, oh! here; here, fem, - 
I give and bequeath to my Nephew Frederick Oldmode, 1, here Lam, faith, let’s = 
fee, one, one, one, one Jacobus broad Piece to buya Ring, a Pox o’the De:- 
vil, isthat all? i : | 
Sir Evmb. By Queen Elizabeth, the very Words and Hand-writing. - 
Queen. Item, Tomy Niece Lzcia, Daughter to my Brother Sir Fumbler, 14 
give the Sum of .Ten thoufand Pounds, to be paid out of my Eftate fix: 
Months after my Deceafe. ; . 
| Fred. There’s News foryou, Sir, however; = 
Sir Fmd. Confufion! what can be the meaning of this ?- _ 
Queen. Item, Alithe reft of my Eftate;. real end perfonal, Goods, Chattles,:. 
Money; and Jewels, amounting to the Value of Fifty thoufand Pounds Stez- - 
ling, I giveand bequeath tomy Niece Gertrude, fole Daugiter of my: beloved 
Brother Bernard Oldmode, whom I do make my full and-whole Execator:~. 1. 


e 
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think that News, Sir, has made you fome amends for your broad Piéce, - 
Fred. Ay gad, that News hasreviv'd me agen, I knownotwherelam. * 
Sir Fumb. 1 left ir under three Locks “at leaft, befides Bolts and Bars. 
Fred and Queen. both read.] On, on, dear Rogue, to he paid and dekivered 
to my faid Niece Gertrude at her Day of Marriage, goody provided my Bro- 
ther Sir Fumb/er have no Heirs Male before his Age of fixty three, or hers of | - 

fifteen, which will happen at the fame.time. a 
~ Lady. You may banter the old Man rarely upon that now, for he thinks 
himfelf fecure by thar Article. : . ; 

- Fred: What's that, provided hom —— hum * 7 
Sir Fumb. Oh! @ye hum at that, my conjuring Coxcombs, provided my 
faid Brother Sir Fumbler have no Heirs, but you fhail know that the faid Sir 
Fumbler has an Heir, that (hail wipeyour Nefes, and fo, tho’ your Devil Me- 
poiftophilus, your Coufin Lindabrides, and your fornicating Magician here, 
have trickt me out of a Thoufand Pounds, there’s Fifty thoufand more yet 
good to pay for a Chriftning; and whichrefolving to celebrate inftantly, I in- 

. viteye all to the Old Houfe, where in fpire of the Gout you fhall fee me dance, - 
nay, I will fing for Joy the old famous Song madewpon fuch an occafion, the 
Winchefter Chriftning, as for the Will, Dottor’s Common’s fhall relieve me. 

Fred. Oh! Sir, we defire but a Copy, and.you fhall have it agen. | 
Sir Fab, And folleaveye, Sir, to practife more Spells and Charms, your 
Arts-Mafter will be paid for your teaching one Day, come Monfieur. [ Exit. - — 
Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha ha. es 0 
Pif?. Come, come, begar, he vill no believe me for all dat, he be de ver. 
dull old Fool; var is dis laugh, ha, ha, ha, oh! dis be ver fine Englifh 

_ breeding, hoh, ha, hoh, vér goot. : 1 Fe [ Exit Pift. 

Ered. Ha, ha, ha, ha, this was the luckieft Turn upon him that could pof- 
bly happen, —thou Miracle of Women, and much good may’t do thee with 
thy Purfe; by Apo//p *tis even too finall a Reward for Wit of fo principal a 
Quality ; “but what’s to be done next, about this Chriftning, the main Weft 

of the Plot it yet unravell’d. | :, i 
_ Queen. Nay, when he finds himfelf difappointed of his Son and Heir too, 

he muft expire, that’s certain. | a 

Lady. "Twill be time thento put him out of his Pain, his Plate and Jewels 
too are in my Pofleffion; I have been diligent to provide the Ingredients pro- 

. per for Pleaftre, dear Fred, *twill- be your Bufinefs to manage ’em gratefully 
hereafter; I'have likewife a fham Child ready upon occafion, but if you cam 
get off the HeirefS to Night, all things will fucceed without, and then if the > 
tham Chriftning proves the real Funeral of his Hopes, let him chew upon 
this Sentence, | | _ _ ~ 

To equal Youth, concurrent Joys belong, 7 
_ _ But Plagues to th’ old, who dare to wed the young.  —— [Exit. 

Ered. “Tis wonderful, to think how far the force of a Woman’s J'ancy can 
hurry her; nor is it eafie for me to fleer my felf between the two Extremes, 
of Nature-pn one fide, and Gratitude on tother: Tho” my Father has bin too. 
little indulgent, I muft not fee him ruin’dy efpecia!ly when dons with a vi- 

, cious Intention bearing the Face of Juftice; I'll then’contrive au allay of 
.«Moderatica; and if my Plot to get little Gasty-out.of her ee Hands 
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ficessie which we will prefently go about, I think her Neel to tarry me 
will waft but little time; you know your Story, Friend, to deceive th’ old 
half witted Magiftrate, and ['ll- get on my Difgnife ina moment: Gent. you 
fhalf fet your Hands out, if you pleafe, in the next. Room. — 

Fowler. Where you pleafe, By noble Heart, hey, the New Houfe, the New 
Houte. 


the New Honfe. [Exeunt. 

Fred. Come, dear Will, V thane this is no 0 Whoring, noy without Profit: 

neither. . . _ [Exeunt, 
$C EN EW | 


Enter Maggsthead and Der Tomato. 


= D. Tom. Mr. Mayor of Coventry, I make but few words, I have been bred’ 


Omnes. Yukes, yukes, ‘there the goes, my Lads ; hey, the New Houfe, 


in Spain and obferve a Punttilio ; there’s no more to be faid but this then,,. 


One good turn deferves another, open-me but the way to your Ward Gatty, 
and I will open to you the Lock of the Spanifh Trade, and. you fhall be the: 
greateft Mrn in your Country, voto. 

Magg.And fhall the whole Wooll F attory,d’ye fay,be under my management > 

D.\Tom. All, all, even to the laft Sheep ip Norzhampronfhire, tho’ it be a 
black one; which now in time of War, the Commodity being prohibited, will, 
bring ina “Mint of Money. 

Magg. But pray, Signior, -let me reafon with yea little, does not an Em-- 
_ barge upon Ships cramp ye now and then —TL found him cunningly, Safe’s: 
the werd; I know a Spaniard can brag, ’tis likely he may lie too. [ A/fide.. 

D. Tom. Without doubt, if all Orders were nicely executed, different Oc- 
- currences would daily happen, but there are always Helps for C ontingencies 3. 
and affure your felf, Magiftrate, fome great Men in Bufinefs, like Watermen. 
at their Labour, can look one way and row another ; one fhall hardly get an. 


Office near the Queen without an Affiftant at Court, ‘nor thrive at Sea by: 


Merchandize, without a Friend in the Admiralty. ’ 
Mags. Why truly, a Friend there; as you fay, may be very proper in your: 


Affair, but then he muft give better Difpatch than thofe employ’d in Court: 


Buf nef; I knew one that depended on a great-Man for 13 Years together,. 
and had his Promife conftantly every Morning, who at the end of: the time: 
defired him to put down what he would have done in Writing. 


. Tom. Nay, to promife and to forget, are certainly there very current” _ 


Commodities ; I heard you were balk’d your felf at Court oe which has: 
taisd your Spleen ever fince fo much againft Monarchy. 

Mazz. Why the plain truth on’t is 1 was fo, ic coft me near Five hundted 
Pounds in Treats avd Loans, to a high flying | Rafal there, who promis‘d:to: 


to be Squire of the Chamber-pot, he told me Squire of the Body was too mean 
athing: You muitknow Iwas young, and not fo wife as Jam now, for would. 


I might. be hang’d if the Rogue did 7 not make me believe,. that when one Life. 


fell, I fhould infallibly come in for Lord of ihe Bed-chamber. 


/ 


. get mea Place under King Charles the Second ; I was to be, let me fee, I was: 


_ De Tom, This was 2 plaguy Chowle indeed. Pies ior; butiEfee you. — | 
ima 
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‘him out in time, got Into the Country, and have ever fince ftuck to your 
‘Trade, and grown rich ——A Clothier I underftand. we 
_ Magg. Yes truly, for if I had ftuck to-my-Courtier, I had ftuck toa Jail, 
where he was thrown prefently after, with half a dozen Executions upon his 
- Back; but J loft every Penny of my Money, and have only bought the Expe- 
rience to give a Caveat to all my Friends, how they lofe their time in atten- - 
ding Courtiers, with hopes to be-Squires of the Chamber-pot. a 
D. Tom. Sir, your Diflike not only of Courtiers, but alfo of the Government, 
anfwers the Punttilio of your Friend and humble Servant, —ComeSignior, let 
things work, let the War go on, let the Privateers rob, we'll make a noife 
rail, cry out upon Management, — but hark ye in your Ear, if one Ship in 
feven come home fafe, we'll grow rich for all that, voto. 
~ Mage. And do you think, Signior, the Spenzard will do any confidera- 
ble thing this Summer. = - 7 | 
D. Tom. Doany thing, no, no, Signior, the Spaniard never does any thing, 
tis not his way, he values Eafe and the PunCtilio of State too much for A@tion; 
he fits at home, and contrives what other People are to do; if he would do 
any thing he’d take more care of his Gold Mines than to let other Nations 
enrich themfelves whilft he was ftarving for want on’t: But come, Sir, this 
and all other Secrets relating to Wealth and Honour, fhall be yours, favour. 
me but with a fight of this young Lady; forto fay Truth, the pretty Cha- 
gafter Ihave had of her, inflames my Curiofity. ~ — . ee 
— Magg. Ay, that pretty Charatter is, fhe is rich and young, and ashe hopes, 
a Fool. Humh, let meconfidera little, ’tis worth my while to know the reft of 
his Secret, and he only defires a fight of her, and what fignifes that, I'Il venture 
~ that Madrid Face of his for charming her, efpecially if Lam by. [ Kzock within. 
Sir, fome body knocks, and / fuppofe upon Bufinefs with me, pleafe.to walk - 
into that Room,and I'll come and difcourfe farther to your Satisfattion prefently. 
D: Tom. Signior, I'll wait your Punttilio with a becoming Patience. 
= st | a [ Exit D. Tomazo. 
Magg. This Fellow, I warrant, would not cough nor {neeze if it differ’d 
~ from his Punétilio; ’tis a ftrange {tiff Coxcomb, but may.be of ufe.to me by 
way of Trade, and if] can fool him ’tis laudable, and no Offence to Con- 
Science in the leaft, not in the leaft, ods pretious, how now. | 
Te Enter Smicket.. 9 
Smick.. Sis, Mr. Queenlove is below with a Lady to {peak with you, and 
a Man in black, — J think he’s a Parfon. rs 
| Magg. Oh! arethey come, that’s well, he fent me this Letter to Day which 
very much pleafes me, the Contents of which are, that he has perfuaded his 
wild Friend Frederick to leave off all fruitlefs Hopes of compaffing his Coufin 
Garty, and in liew of her, has ofter’d him his Sifter ; who, tho’ not fo rich as 
fhe, is a good Fortune too, but upon this Provifoe, that he and J will farther 
his Defign of marrying Fred’s Sifter, Mrs. Lucia; and this feems fo pat for 


my purpofe,. that] have embraced it with all Joy imaginable; ha, ha, ha, and 


.accordingly have fent for her, to be ready in the Garden at a certain Hour, to 
be inform’d of an Affair that nearly concerns her: I have agreed too their Meet- 
ing {hall be here as he defir’d, and hehas brought this Parfon, I fuppofeto do 
the Bufinefs between her and his Friend Fred, and-himfelf and Lucia, good, 

| | — : Now, 


Ree er ey : 
Gd mn ry Li SD tp her F; urbeloe. 5 7 
*now if I put in another Couple upon my own accompt, who can blame me; 
» ‘what, Safe’s the word, fure I was born with a Caw! on my Head, things come 
* “Ho ftrangely lucky ; for] have now work d this fimple young Creature fo much 
* to my Will that Pm fure fhe dares.not deny me any thing, fo that fhe’ll be 
» 4teady, and here’sa Parfon fal'n pop into my Mouth, almoft whether! will 
eornos; what hinders then but I difpatch my Bufinel too out of Hand, pay the 
* Black-coat well for doing three good Turns inftead of two, wipeall Pretenders. 
WNofes, make her Uncle a Coxcomb, who, the Frenchman tells me, has bin dam- 
» ) nably trick’d about the Childyand before to morrow noon be Matter of her, and. 
»  confeguently her Fifty. thoufand Pounds; here’s Wit now, here’s Policy, ha, ha, 
" ba, a, and iBone he to be fo, what, fome wifer than fome: Where’s your: 
~ Multreis, og@aket s - 
 Smick. 1 Chamber, Sir, undreffing to go to Bed. 
> Magg. Oh! you mutt defire her from me to defer thata little longer; humh; 
| afudden Thought comes into my Head that may cunningly chowfe my Spaniard. 
' heretoo, whofe Secret in Trade I long to know, and yet not expofe Garty at: 
_» all; he has never feen her, and therefore this Wench here trick’d up alittle in 
"better Clothes, may ferve as well ; ods pretious, it fhall be fo, and then have}: 
~ the leifure to'manage me own Affairrarely : Hark ye,Mrs.Smicker,l have a {mall 
>) Affair to intruft you with, which if you cunningly manage, will fingularly ob-- 
lige me, and for which you fhall be well rewarded. 
 Smick. Well, Sir,a good Reward fora piece of good Service, is no falfe Latins. 
_ - Mage. Well then, you fhall have your Inftru€tions prefently, in the mean: 
: . tell your Mifirefs I would fpeak with her before fhe goes to Bed. [Eon Sm. 
_ Here comes Queen/ove and his Sifter, now to manage thefe firft, then to my 


a 
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‘own golden Plot; ods pretious, my Brain is fo full of Wit, methinks it over- 
ors, to manage three fuch {winging Intrigues at atime ; hah, go thy ways: 

le Mayor of Covenrry, thou’rt a prodigious Fellow. : : | 

Enter Queenlove, @¢ Parfon, and Frederick difguis'd in Womens Clothes. 

Queen. Mr. Mayor your moft humble Servant. 

pons Mr. Queenlove, my Friend, y’are welcom, and fo is your fair Sifter;, 


a 


[Looking wiftly at her.| Well, d’ye hear, 1 am mightily pleas’ with your: 
Letter, and ordering of things, but where.is this Frederick ¢. 
Queen. Sir, he’s gone about an urgent Affair, and can'tappear till. tomorrow: 
Morning; the Truth on’t is, Friend, for I’1l keep nothing from you,, my Sifter: 
~ has lately been courted by a young Officer of the Army, and tho’ J have broke it 
off, to make way for this Match with Frederick, yet I know he’s now upon the. 
hunt for her, and has ingag’d a Party of his Red-coats to carry her off to Night, 
“which Fredas fubtilly prevents by watching his Motions, and ingaging a Party: 
of his Friends to oppofe’em,if need be; then if we can but fecure her till Morn- 
ing, this good Man, whom we have hir‘d to bein readinefs, fhall make all fafe, 
Magg—Safe!. why Safe’s my word, Mr. Qucen/ove, nor have I beennegligent« 
in your Bufinefs ; the Damofel in the Garden yonder expeCts fome Knight Er-- 
fant to relieveher, andif youdo get tenthoufand Pounds by th’ Adventure, 4: 
think you have no reafon to grutch a Benefit to your Friend, [ They embrace. - 
Fred. A treacherous, fanatical Rogue:! | Afide, . 
Queen. Who, I grutch thee! why thou art my Chofen, my Bofom Intimate!’ 
gad, Pmfofond of thee, I believe! fhall ce asa ana au eg } 
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Mage. Do, do, faith, and then thou fhalt fee how Fortune will fmile upon 
thee; no good Hits will come on other fide, believe me, I tell thee there's 
ne’et a high Church Fellow of em all will ever die worth a Groat. : 
Queen. No, tis evident your Party carries dway all the Wealth; well, but 
Magiftrate, to bring our Projeét to a happy Period, whilft I hafte yonder to- 
the-Garden, to condu€t my dear Charge from thence, be fure to take {pecia]” 


Care of my Sifter, for this damn’d hot-headed Officer will be certainly climb: °° 


ing of Windows if he has the leaft hint of the place, and hopes of getting her 
‘off; faith, I would not gdvife ye to venture her in a oom by her fel. | 
~ Magg. By her felf! ods pretious, Mr. Queenlove, why fure youdon't take 
“me for fuch a Fool —no, no, I warrant ye Pl fecureher ciicQ sally; hark ye, 
fhe (hall lye with Mifs Gatzy. i? i. 
Fred. Oh! heavenly Rogue, how that Word has fir’d me. [ Afide. 
ee " Enter Mifs Gatty. 

Mage. Look ye, here fhecomes, half undrefs’d already, fhe fhall lie with her, 
—.d@’ye fee, and in a Room barr’d with Iron as ftrong as the Tower of Lundon ; 
nay, let me alone for Management of things, Sulc’s my word, fome wifer. 
than fome. ia 3 ; 

. Mifs. What @yée want [Yawns.] with me, Sir, indeed you muft make 
“fhafte if you have any thing td fay, for [Pm fe fleepy. [ Yowns, 
 ..Magg. To fay —why you are to havea Bed-fellow to Night, Mifs Garry, 
this Lady here, this proper Lady; humh, on my Word, Mr. Qucerlove, the’s 
a very graceful Perfor, : : eas -_ : 

3 Queen. Ay, Sir, fizeable enough, ‘fhe has not bin ftinted in her Diet, nor | 

_ bringingup. ; cies : 

Mifs. The Dewce take him, now has he fet mea wifhing for my Coufin Fred 
agen: A Bed-fellow! oh law! what this huge; long-fided, ungainly thing} © 


_ [Apart toMagg.] Indeed [won't lie withher, notI, I warrant {hell tumbie, - 


and kick, and play fuch Horfe-play, that I fhall lte naked on the Floor before 
Morning. | _ 
Fred. Oh tempting Creature! by Heaven! can hardly contain my felf. [ A/ide. .. 
Queen. Oh! never fear, Madam, my Sifter will lie very quietly. 
. _ Magg. You muft know fhe has never lain with any Body yet, but her Lap- 
‘cog, and fhe’s fo fhy, -_ feo! 3 
Mifs. Oh good! Mr. Queenlove, is it his Sifter ? he’s my Coufin Fred’s 
Friend, 1 mutt be kinder to her for his fake: Well, Madam, I beg your 
Pardon, you may chance to prove another fort of Bed-fellow than I expetted. 
Fred. Ay, ot elfe the Devil’s in’t. [Afide.] 1 warrant ye, young Lady, 
Vil not difturbye ; my Heart’s ready to come out. | 0 


Magg. Ay, ay, 1 warrant you'll agree well enough together when oure — 


warm abed; what fay you, handfom Lady, I hope you like yourBed-fellow. - . 
Fred. Yes indeed, Sis, Pm over-joy’d. : : 
Magg. Your Brother, I fuppofe, has told you my Defign, therefore pray 

give her a little good Advice; give her a touch upon my Accompt now and 

gaen. fo | | a: To Fred affde. 

_ Alifs. Well, ivads, now I an’¢ fo fleepy as I was, Ilike my Bed-fellowa 

great deal better than I did; for to my thinking fhe’s, very like my dear Cou- 

fin fred; VU {wear there’s his Noie exa€tly, and now fhe.leersupon me and 
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oples, as they callie, there’s juft his fhining Diamond Eyes too, as if they had 
been cut by the fame Jewellet ; and his Shape and Height fo right, oh law! — 
well, ‘I fhall fancy ’tis he however: Come, Madam, will you goto Bed then? 
Fred. Ay, withall my Heart, fweet Creature: d’slife where am I? [ Afide. 
Magg. Why then all things will cotton as they fhould, Mifs Garry, you. 
‘maft let this good Man have two or three Words with ye by way of whole- 


- fom Counfel, and then he fhall withdraw: Go Reverend, ‘go in with ’em,. 
and do your Duty. [Gatty frowns at firft, but at laft exeunt with Parfon. 


Now, Mr. Qucenlove, does not évery thing fudge right and purely? 


+ Queen. Ay, ay, why thou art the Miracle of Men in Bufinefs. > 


Magg. Nay, Sate’s the word, letmealone for Management: Go, get you: 
to the Garden, and fetch your Spoufe that is to be. I muft now fet another- 
Under-fpring a working to trick my Spaniard, and then regale in my new Blef- 
fing, °tis in my Brain, “tis my Fortune, and remember, Mr. Queentove, Safe’s- 
my word ftill, fome wifer than fome. : [ Exit Maggothead,. 
_ Queen. Ay, that’s true indeed, ha, ha, ha, ha, my politick. Coddle-pate, , 
and.’tis as true, | | a - i } 

That in the Bank of Wit, thofe have -leaft fhare:. 
That in their own Conceits the wifeft are. (Exit... 
~ End of -the fourth Ad. 


ACT Vi SCENE Ef. 
| _ Maggothead ‘folus. a +. 
Bagg. H* ha, ha, ha, ha, why this is fuch a Plot, ha, ha, ha, ha, this is~ 
.  -  fuch a Plot, that I defy all the Spanifh Politicks to parallel; ha,. 
ha; ba, ha, to.oblige my doubty Don here who defir’da fight of Gatty, that fol 
might get to the bottom of his Secret, 1 manag’d Swicker to perfonate her Mi-. 
ftrefs, which accordingly fhedid ; but now my overwife Spaniard defigning, for-- 
footh; to out-wit me, and believing her to be the Heirefs, ha, ha, ha, ha, has: 
ftol’n her away; I believe, for I can’t find her, “ha, ha; what will come on’t] 
know not, nor care, I have my Ends of him, and I think am in pretty good ' 
Forwardnefs in my own Affair. | | 
o Enter Combwig with Clothes. . 

Comb. Good'morrow, Friend, do you belong to thisHoufe, pray? 
_Magg. How now, who have we here? well, Lfee Mirth and an airy Hnmor: 
alters a Man ftrangely: Now I make no ufe of the grave Look I us‘d to put 
on, this Rafcal can fee no Authority in-my Face; and what have you to do: 


ja this Houfe, Sir; that you would know who it belongs to? 


Comb., Hah! Iknow him now, °tis the Mayor himfelf, but what carel, Pm. 
fure our Bufimefs is done by this time, therefore Pl] proceed, and take no notice : 
that I know him. [ Afide.]: Nay, nay, for that matter, my Butinefs is not fo 
fauch, [:would only. be inform’d in what Room my Mafter lies here. 

Magg. Your Mafter lye here! ha,’ ha, this purblind ferving Spaniel has- 


-miftook my Houfé for the inn that is at next Door, P\i.te hang’d elfe; and. 


ay who is your Mafter;. Wife-acre >. | | 
ta ¥ ake : Pe eet oe Comb, Who - 


ae 
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eri Who is he, Sir; hy. Sir, ‘he’s one that’ cirepaihaiee 1own to the 
Man of this Houfe, Mr. Mayor, ’tis the Gentleman that has new iy ‘mai rie . 
es shag here, his Name is Squire Frederick Oldmode. Ps i 
agg. Oh ho, if his Name be Squire Frederick Oldmode, tho? his Mat Tie fos 
wate the Heirefs you {peak of may be far enough off, yet he may be- tere. 

quickly ; you may wait, Friend, and I fuppofe it won tbe long before he con cs 7" 

he marry the HeirefS,ha, ha sha, alas! poor Fool,no,Some wifer than fome. npl? 

Comb. Comes, why, Sir, he’s here now, and i in Bed with he Helsge I all ye. a 
Mage. Hugh, why one: would think now twere too carlane lor ¥ toes 7 
drunk chis Morning already, and yet by his foolifh prating tbe f : 
hear, Friend, .to hinder ye from venting more of the Wit youn orn a 
Draug! it infpires ye wich, know, that J am the Mayor hisielba _ therefore, 
dye hear, no more fawey Foolery. 4 % Se eh 
Comb. Foolery, gad, Sir, be who you will, Pm fure ’tis 7 witelt t thing 
Ican do to be diligentin my “Matter’s Service; Mr. Queenlove, who i Vv his S 
Lady too in the next Room, told me on’t, fent me to fee if my M Ki would 
rife, and accordingly I have brought him his Clothes here. he? gees - 
. Mage. His Clothes! why ye Clod-pate, if my felf or the Lady thon f cak'ite © 
of would admit a Bridegroom here, canft thou think, thou fhamelefs ri we a 
would take him in naked without any Clothes on’s Back? 
Comb. Oh! Sir, he had Clothes on, fuchas they were; ‘Womens a 
Night- -gown and Petticoat that ferv'd to difguife him, and make a Fool Pa 
won't fay who, but here’s hissown Clothes, I affure ye. © [Shews the Clothes. 
Magg. Mad, crackbraind ? Pil commit him into Cuftody, for fear he do ae 
any Mifchief; ‘the Fellow’s far gone, who’s within there ? 7 ft 
Comb. Hah | I think this, Mr. Quveen/ove faid, was the Room; gad, - fince 
F-can find no better Direstion, Tli make fo bold as to call to him ey. Cli. 
Sir, Sir, 2am ready here with your Clothes, and pleafe ye. + oh 
Ered. ‘within.] So, 10, Combwig, that’s well, wait a little, ri come 0 wages 
prefently. RS 

Magg. Brimftone and Gunpowder, who is’t I hear? {Mage g. flarts. 

Comb. Who is’t you hear?’ why you hear him told ye of, my Matter, igad, ” 
and as honeft a Gentleman, Ill fay that for him, as ever quipt up an Heirefs — 
worth Fifty thoufand Pounds at twelve at Night, and got her with Ty Ins 
before one in the Morning. r 

Enter Frederick ix a Woman's Night-cown, with Broccher ome. - 

Ered. Come, Combwig, my Clothes quickly, prithee letme a& the Herma- | 
phrodite no longer ; good morrow, Mr. Mayor. . #7 Py 

Comb, Od fo, I beg your Pardon. good morrow, Mr. Mayor. a. Pah 

Mage. Fam Thunder- firuck, blafted, cleit i in funder! a Hermaphrodite 
Devil ! ca 

Fred. Oh! not fo loud, Magiftrate, pritheenot foloud, my mt a 
‘be frighted, and who knows, but fhe may be breeding. 

Magg. Here’s a Scarrab, here’s an incorrigible Offs ring of Satan ; 
hold, {ure *tis impoffible, ‘let me look upon thee; se art thou then oe : 
en t0 Quecalove, aes really Frederick ¢ mo 3 

re y yes, really, I am Frederick, Freder ring and fo Ty: 
tunate: I have made bold to put a final Trick Aaretat rave but 


and my Perruke. | : sh | 
Magg. And haft thou, oh! thou Brigadéer General of all the Whorepiafters 
in five adjacent Counties, haft thou debauch’d thy Kinfwoman? | 
Fred. Debauch’d her, not in the leaft, igad, Pm lawfully married to her. 
Magg. Married her! ods pretious, that’s worfe, I’m undone then, that’s 


* worfe by half; it he had only debauch’d her, her Money would have foldred 


her tight agen quickly, ‘as many-have bin .in the fame cafe; but if rother be 
done my hopes are quite loft. {Afide.| But how, how haft thou married 
her, inthe Devi’ts Name? ss. _- [ Bretting up and down. 
Fred. Why, faith, we made quick Work on’t, and the little Black-coat 
— thou fgeneft in with ns, did his Office very readily. ee 
Magg. He did, oh! that the fame Office may be done for him toa Witch, 
and thac | might have but the Pleafure of giving her. 

Fred. And as to Confummation, you may be fure I-did not leave that Cir- 
cumftance undone. | . =, - 4s ? 
Magg. No,no, your Circumftances. have both agreed ,I don’t doubt in the leaft. 

Fred. Gad, i muft needs fay, Ithink there wasa joint Confent, there was 
no fign of a Kape, whatever other things might be. Ill call my Spoufe to | 
vouch for me: My dear, come, prithee come out, don’t be afham’d, here’s 


none but Friends. : 
as” Enter Mifs Gatty. a ae 
Mifs. Well, fo I can come out, and look any body in the -Face too that 
dares look upon me. te | fies —— 
_ . Magg. Oh! monftrous! fhe’s as impudent already as if fhe had married a 
third Husband, or heard what the bawdy Midwives prate at forty Goflipings. 
Oh! ungrateful Gipfey, haft thou neglefted all my cordial. Inftru€tions ? 
Doft' thou not know that I would have provided thee a Husband of fuch 
incomparable — ee ae 
Mifs. Incomparable — what, I wonder; oh law! pray don’t talk no more, 
-you can provide one thing incomparable. = es 
Magg. Parts! mifguided ignorant, Parts! one that e’er long fhould have 
fignaliz'd himfelf fo greatly, thar q——_ | 7 
Mifs. Ay, but in the mean time; Pappa, you know, ‘Safe’s the word, 
-fome wifer than fome. oe | a: a 
Fred. Ay,ay,well faid, my dear,we took time by the Forelock. [Embracing ber. 
_ Mys. Ay, or elfe, if I would not have taken up with him, ivads, I believe 
I might have ftay’d till had been bald. = 8 8 =i a 
Magg. Oh! unprovident Creature, did 1 not diet. thee every Day with 
wholfom Counfel, and the choiceft Cates of tender AffeCtion ? 8 
_ Mifs. Pith, ivads, Idid not care-a pin for fuch tender Affeftion, and as 
for my Diet, if] had had you, I believe I fhould have been ftarv’d ; for you 
would, have fill’d my Belly with nothing but Marmalade, and now I fhall 
have a great many good things. © ©. = i 
‘Fred. Ay, that thou fhalt, my dears*dnd as often as thou wilt too. 
Magg. Ay, with him'thou wilt be?fute of three things, Lewdnefs without 
Thought, Folly without Meafiure, 4nd Prodigality without Confideration. 
M/s. And with youl fhould rave had three worfe things, Lockram Shirts 
ee ae 7 | | os to 
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to make in the Morning, my Stomach turn’d after Dinner with Tobacco — 
Smoke, and am Afternoon’s long Letture witha ftinking Breath, © ~ | 
Fred: Ha, ha, ha, ha, thank thee for that Juftice,done me, dear hone oa 
Magg. Come, come, you're ia Child, a Baby, youre fo young; thaa—— 


Mi/s. And you are fo old, that—J could tell what if I would; and Pde . 
- have youknow, that for yourcalling me that very Namenow, J’ll never fot= ~ 
give ye as long as J live:. Child! ods heartly deathly wountlikins, on lawk | 
he makes me fo mad.at the very Thonght ont, that, ivads, !wasgoingtoiwears 
- Child! ye old Thrum, Calf Spindlefhank, am I a Childy iat ig es . ie 
é, 2 fasion. “a, 

Fred. Oh! fie, no, my dear, thow’rt a ftanch married Wife now, and as. “2 
much a Woman as Heart can defire. | — 4 Pe: 
Mifs. Look ye there, and does my Confin Fred look as it he could nog = 
tell -—-~ ah! Nofe dropper. _ [Pointing at bimin Scorn. 
Mage. Oh! prodigious! the Cockatrice has but juft broke the Ege. and 
fhews her Sting already, Here comes the other Limb of Bee/zedud, I fhalk _ 
stow mad, I {hall ne’er have-patience to {peak tO him. [Is going outa 
Enter. Queenlove, Lucia, aad Parfon. | ees. 
Queen. What! my.Friend! [hope you would not have been fo unkind te 
leave us without withing us Joy; herefhe is, faith, at lait, my Matchiavifep 
thank thy Diligence, and faft enough too, the Parfon has been at Work this; 
Morning, as early as °*tis., ie: | gets 
Magg. ‘Treacherous Devil! and is this the Return you make me? but wha: 
could expett better of a high Church Tory? ey 
Queen. Ha, ha, ha, oh! there was reafon, faith, Republican, great teafon,. “¥ 
Mage. But Pil confult my Lawyer, and call my. Officers. together to hamper. 
yes Pll not be abus’d in my-own Houle thus, you fhall knowwho-lam 
Fred. Hark ye, Magiftrate, no buftle, as you loveyour Carcafs; for T have: ; 


f 
y 


half a fcore Friends planted within hearing of a Whiftle, that upon occafions 
will make fuch a Havock amongft your Bill-men, lookye, here’stheirScout, 
| Shews Gomb.| therefore mum,-Safe’s the word, fome wifer than fome, 
you know. / | | 
Magg. Ten thoufand Plagues upon ye, oh! my'Head,. my Brain.. 
A Wife to mifs is. but a trivial Evil, 


But to lofe fo much Money, that’s.the Devil: .  [ Bxits. aa 
Queen. Ha, ha, ha, come, now let’s make hafte off to fome other places, 
thus far Fortune has crown’d our Wifhes. | 


Fred. We have only one Scene, more of the Comedy to a& at the Old; 
Houfe, which is, to.fee how my. Father behaves. himfelt at the fham Chrift-- 
ning; for now there’s-no occafion for palming a falfe Kid upon him, Imutft, 
~ fetile fome Affairs that Honour is concern’din; and then; dear Child, along. 
and. conjugal Kepofe with thee. _ Hagges bers 

Mi/s. Ay, that’s well, butno Child, Husband, no Child, you know J have- 

a Pique-againft the words) oh law! dear Goufin Lucia, and. are you.a Wife- { 
too. then, and have you been all N ight with sour Husband, as Ihave. : 


Lucia. No; Mis, not yet, sit aelgee OO of his Hut 


band’s Authority, and bring me to’ aa J aed g 
Sik serie Dg ot hereait : Pay Oe 


». {~~ 5 ~~ \em* 


_— 


M/s Oh! T warrant ye, Coufin, you need not be in firch a feat, Marriage 
_ word more of Mifs ; be fure you take care of that, I’m a Wife pray. 

"Lucia. Oh! 1 beg your Pardon, I had forgot indeed, dear Coufin. 
a Se Ha; ha, ha, ha. + poet | Exeunt. 
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Pepe ee Ente Abram and Butler. | i 
> Abram. Letme have no more Difputes but obey your Orders, his Worth p 
; is refo vd to celebrate this Day with Jollity and Feafting; and I his Steward, 
a d conifequentl fuperior to the reft of Domefticks, determine to fee all things 
» decent for the Honour of his Houfe, the Old Honfe, d’ye mark me; I have 
therefore already given the Cook Dire€tton about his Difhes, and now, you, 
_ the Butler, fee that you are not wanting in ordering your Pots, Bottles and 
_ Glaffes, your Wine and other Liquors; for if you fail, and Difcredit hap- 
penn any joyful Day, off you match, good by t’ye, ye troop, ye trudge, 
atirmatively. >» “ys : oats iy 

_  Batl, Sir, I think I have given Proof of my Diligence, I’m fure I fat up 
“all laff Night a papering of Biskets, and burning of Wine, for the goffiping 
Sage ; 1 fhall make their Tongues ain to. npdrrow,' I warrant ye there will 


“be no want of Cackling. aA ws 
_ Abram. And hear ye me, when youdhave fugar’d and fpic’d the firft Flag- 
- gon of the burned Wine, bring me a Gobtet full to taft, that 1 may difmifs 
it with my Approbation. _ He | ; 
Spy O99 Yes, Sir, I fhall. © [Butler goes toa fide Table with Wine on'’t. 
__ Enter Sir Fumbler, Bombard, Crimp, Hookem, Touch-hole ad Jowler. 
Sir Fumb. Is not the Midwife come withthe Child yet, Abram ¢ 
Abram. Not yet, and pleafe ye; but the time draweth very nigh in which 
~ My good Lady promis’d my little Mafter fhould be forth coming. The Cu- 
“rate is here already, he is drinking his part of a-Gallon of butter'd Ale with 
_ the Fidlers; the Country, and like your Honour; are come in too, will you 
_ be pleas’d to hear their Jollity? = a : 
Sir Fumb. Ay, ay, with ail ty Heart, ‘and let the Chriftning Ceremony be 
done then afterwards, but firit sive me aGlafSr*Comeé: here’s to ye all, and 
you're all welcome to the old Houfe. Major, come, to the good SuccefS of 
the War, may the Monfieur cringe as he did in Oliver’s Days: And the Spa- 
hard, as when theirrenown’d Armado was'burnt by our more renown’d Queen 
Elizabeth, \ with it-withall my Heare’ {Drinks | “Abram, fee it go round, 


Abram. With particular Diligence\affirmatively. 

_ _ Bomb. War, tia; ha, hha, ha, wheré’s theMeén, where’s'the Officers? what, 
-fhearing? where’s the Fighters, where’s the Men_for the War, I wonder ? 
Touch. Speak td Hith, Fotoler, take him up, 4 Mungrely alwaysdnatling ; 
_ =— bark at him; we'll ftand by thee: <° 1 © Lo-bim apart. 


aaaes \. > = nome ._ ms = : : “ 4 ~ = = <i . 
- 7) ee > aa ** or Sok er 2 F aa 5 — ; j 
* Say yie Viale pith her Furbeloe. ‘x. 
et ™ vivF Yi , >. Tis A) yy Se a J wf 0e. , 


is not fuch a terrible thing, as we think mun; but Coufin, d’ye hear, not a | 


will they take em out of a wreltling Ring or in the Country Villages from Sheep 


Fowl. Where’s the Men, wheté’s the Men? what a Pox, ate theteno Men ~ 4° 
“in the Kingdom, becanfe youar@skilk'# here’t AS SOR Jetikean old ~~ 
Nat th: it has poifon’d himfelf Whete’s the O cers ? W erosiones and: 


> Z .. 6 eae s ~ el , eases et <*& 
here are others; 1 my felf will leave off following the Dogs to be a Leader 
on fuch an occafion. | th BAS a ee 
Hook. And I catching of Trouts. 3 Bey a tes 
Touch. And fhooting of Pheafants..  . =) © ENR Sey Sra 
Crimp. And \, dear Box and Dice, and the merry Main, by Fove. : 
Fowl. Ay, and every body elfe; and fo away with the Health as (Wa be- m 
eun, my Lads, Succefs to the War. it on Uae op eee 
Omnes. Ay, ay, Succefs to the War. ™ [ Al! drink. 
Abram. \will pledge the fame likewife in one full Brimmer, affirmatively. = 
Sir Fumb. Why,God a mercy, fo, now take your Places, aie us fee 
thefe Mufical Divertions, ee ‘They all fit. 
Here follows comical finging and dancing, then enter Pto leme, 
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1. ra | 
Cre when Spring came on, 
Wood Silvia in: a Grove, 
Both gay and young, and.ftill he fung 
The fweet Delights of Love: 
Wedded fous, in Girls and Boys, 


And prefigeChat of this and that; . 7 q . | yt 
The Honey Kifytand charming Blifs, F 4 
That crovsns the Marriage Bed. tae 2 3 


He fnatch’d her Hand, fhe blufh’d and fann'd, = 
_And feenrd as if afraid ; a a Ae we 
Forbear, fhe crys, your fawning Lies, 

Pve vowid to die a Maid. "iE 


| Celladon, at shat began : oan vat 

To talk of Apes in Hell, — ‘<3 

And what was worfe, the odiows Curfe _- 
Of growing old and fale: 

Lofs of Bloom, when Wrinkles come, 
‘And offers kind, when none will mind : 2 Seg 

The Rofie Foy, and fparkling Eye * ee 
Grown faded and decay'd. ny 

At which when known fhe chang’d her Tone, ae 
And to the Shepherd faid, Pay Se 

Dear Swain give.ger, Pil.thinkyonce more, © 
Before Py die a Maid. Taken sit ie 


aff s 


~~ 


Sir Fumb. How! my Wife without to fpeak with me; fayft thév, and not 
the Child come, thou amazeft me; how has fhe dar’d to venture her felt 
abroad, and why has fhe not fent:the t’other ? ae 

Prob. She wilh Jatishe your Wosthip, her. felLimungdiately, but defires t 
be private, of <cyt 5 at Pee 2h. cometh ‘ ae 


. , *f 
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7 Country Mifs with ber Furbeloe. 65 
'. Sir Fumb. Go fetch her hithef. Gent. the Goffips and fome good Com: 
pany are making merry within, pray go feehowyelike’em. > 

Fowl. Well, Sir, and when you want us to be Witneffes we'll be ready. 

Omnes. Ay, ay, well all be ready. [ Exeunt. 
- Sir Femb. Be ready faid they, pray Heaven they have occafion ; my Gout 
now is, chang’d to an Ague Fit, and I fhake thro’ very Fear: Hah! blefS my ° 

| = Eater Lady Oldmode and Probleme. 
Eye-fight, this frightful ie i aolaage agen, how now, what are ye? = 

Lady. Why, faith, no better nor worfe than her you took for better or - 
worfe, een your wedded Wife, Sir, ; | i = 

Sir Fumb. My Wife! the Devil! what, and a€tan Irifh Bogtrotter, bebrought 
to Bed at Night, and up agen and to Market next Morning; befides, that 

y thing relating to-me fhould appear in that abominable modifred Drefs, 
is Witchery, Pilnot believe in ~ | 
| Lady. Well, Sir, if. I have not Power enough to ftrengthen your Faith, 
yet I muft prefume to inform your Underftanding,-and let you know ina 
-. word, that you can proceed to no Chriftning. — | _ 

Sir Famb. What Fiend art thou that tells me fo ! 

Lady. Humh, what, muft you have it agen? why your Wife, your Wife, | 
Sir. | Loud in’s Ear.} Will ye not know her yet? ? mean, Sir, your Wife 
by word of Mouth, for as to any other Knowledge of her-—— _ | 

Sir Fzmb. Confufion feize thee! what doft thou mean by this ? 


_, Lady. Why, Sir, to fave your Credit before People, I have defir’d this Privacy, 


and to explain my meaning in few words, you are too old for Children. 
Sir Famb. And what a plague haft thou been whining for then, haft thou 
fool’d me all this while ? | eg | 
Lady, Why truly I have been pra€tifing the help meet, Husband, but the foot- 
ing part is:equal between us; alas! you are too old indeed, Sir; Probleme. 
there will tell ye more, {peak, Probleme. | 7 oe 
Prob. Why really then, I muft needs fay your Worfhip has been verpum 
prolifick a long time. fee Curtftes to bim.| Burn me likea Toaft, the 
Gout has difabled your Worfhip to an unfortunate degree, good lack a day: 
Sir Fumb. Ah! confound your Civilities, now the Gout has difabled me,, 
and yet within this two Days this damn’d Nightmare {wore, I was as.ram- 
pant asa Cock Sparrow. | ee - 
Lady. And then for che Scarramouch antique Drefs you made me wear, Sir,. 
to fhew you what a Veneration I had for it, I have us’d it in Effigie as the an- 
cient Romans did their Heroes formerly; I have ceremonially laid ir upon & | 
great Pile of Wood, and have feriton Fire ©. = | os. 2 
Sir Fumb. Monfter! Fury! thou haft not fure? the gracious Model of 
Queen E/izabeth burnt! this diftra€ts me, Confyfion, no Chriftning neither, 
J thall be laugh at by all the World: NoChild at all, no Boy, nor nothing» © 
Prob. Nothigg at alk really, and-like yor Worfhip, good lack.a day, you 


have been a long time fadly gouty, in troth, Sir. . 

. Sir Fmd. Get out of my figit, ye Screech-owl, or-——but why, where’s 

the Defign of this, what :s tuis done tor? — : te | 
Lady. Why fince the plain truth mutt out,, for your Son, Sir, your yeung,, 


your charming Son, Sir: | have not varied you fee — youz Family, “tis: 
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true, I married ye becaufe I wanted an Eftate, and he and I were then at alittle 
difference, but foon the Love Fit return'd; and finding you fo unnatural to in- - 
- _ .cline ‘for a Bribe to fell your Niece to the French Fool for the Spanifh Fool, I - 
_ -was refolv’d, by counterfeiting my felf with Child, to fecure the Heirefs’s 
-- “Eftate for my dear Fred, whom-I fhould have married, and whofe Love 
 -ptize beyond the World, ‘and think now I have deferv’d to enjoy it. a 
‘Sit Fumb. Oh! unpattern’d Impudence! can no fenfe of Honour engage ye 
t0.a Reflection ? fe as : | | (te . 
Lady. Honour, yes, I think I have fhewn it by my witty Contrivance — 
for your Son; and if there be any Reflection that way, it fhould fall on you, | 
that have neither that-nor Difcretion neither; for if you had Honour, you 
“would not have plotted with others to fupplant Frederick; .and if you had 
any Difcretion, you would never have married mee -?) er 
Sit Famb. Oh! Bradamant Lais ~——what fhall I call thee? - 
_ Lady. Even what you pleafe, Pll call you but by your own dear Name, old 
‘Sir Fembler,and.’tis enough in Confcience ; ’tis ftrange that you old Fellows will 
never take warning,that-you will all think your felves to be young aftive Cezars, 
and that you can leap the Rubicon as he did,- when Heaven help ye — 
Sir Fumb. Very well, Termagant, I hope my Plate.and Jewels are ext 
however, tho’ my Son and Heir is abortive. ae a. Abe 
. Lady. They are fafe indeed, Sir, but you know if I fhould chance to come 
to feparate Maintenance, — or if Fred and Ifhould difagree-——- si 
‘Sit Fumb. Ob infupportable! nay, then J am refolv’d to have Satisfa€tion 
before you leave the Houfe, Madam. » : — a 
Lady. That you fhall, Sir, and here’s a Friend of mine will give it ye, I. . 
- doubt not, and guard me too from all your feeble Injuries. . ae 
Enter Frederick, Alz/s‘Gatty, Queenlove, Lucia, Combwig — Piftole.- ° 
Sir Fz). Hah! my prodigal Son and Daughter, — my Niece too, all yok’d _ 
and cembin’d in my Difgrace andsRuin; my Heart can hold no longer, my 
_- ., yes muft thew my deep Refentment.. [Weeps. 
“t.-.._ Fred. Hah! my Father in Tears! I find then fhe has been plaguing him. ~~ 
* «Good morrow, Sir, what’s the matter, I befeech ye? : 
SirFab.But that] know thee loft toallObedience, and may fuppofe too,even 
to human Nature, I would reafon with thee, to know whether the Fiend that 
thus infpires thee to crack the very Heartftrings of thy Father, has any.Limits. 
Fred. Sir, let me beg ye to explain your felf oo 
_ ‘Sir Fumb. Explain my felf; thou Wretch, canft thou be ignorant of my Dif- 
“graces, that. art caufe of all? Haft not thou warm’d this Serpent here to fting. 
me, and for fome trivial Errors which the Weaknefs of Age perhaps has blind- 
ty led me to, reveng’d thy felf beyond a Foe’s worft Rancour: Perverted firft 
say Wife, taught her to cheat me of Money, Jewels, and by a Trick the Will too, 
and for Reward given her inceftuous Payment, all but a Reprobace would blufh 
ao think on, and canft thou bafely thus abufe me more by urging Repetitions ? . 
Lady. The old Gendleman is angry, my dear Fired, at my new Change of 
my Habit, and likewife that his Chriftning’s difappointed; faith, I have been — 
fo plain to tell the truth, that when I married him I lov’d thee ftill, and 
vould do tem times more to fecure thifie, which now, I hope, I need nor - 
doubt » \GApart to bim and Sir Fumb, | 
a ‘Fred. Hold. 


nt 
| 
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Fred. Hold, ‘Madum, [ mutt proceed ftill like a Man ot aoe the cafeis 
~ alrer’d fince | fav you laft. [ Embracing Gatty.| Pmnowa Husband, thisyoung — 

. Lady here my Wite, to whom my Oath has bound-me to be: faithful ; tis true, 
"your Wicheipt mé to find her Forture, and from her Fortune liberally Pil thank 
~ ye; Twothoufand Pounds added to what already you have of mine, when late 
| Accompts are ftated, Pll makea Prefent ftill, Sra that my Father’s onae 


"and Jewels be fare return’d, and given to his Pofleffion. 
Lady. How's this! what doesshe fay ? | 
Fred. As for this Violence of Love to me, I look onit jut asa ftart of Humor, | 
which would upon its turn fly off ¢ another, and therefore is to me of lef$ con- 
cern; efpecially refolving to be juft, and leave the flafhy — of vain paoue, 
to indulge and relifh the fate Joys of Viarriage. | 
Lady. Fraytor, canft thou be fo ungrateful ? 
‘Fred. Oh! fie, fie, chou mak’ft a Forfeit of thy Senfe to call it fo; tis Juftice, 
and y have nothing now to do but to repent and beg my Father’s Pardon upon 
your Knees, as we do for his Bicfing. And firlt know, Sir, for any a&t of 
Anceft we're innocent, and, tho’ in getting this Eftate, I know the Comforts 
that are confequentr, yet will your Favour be the beft Addition: Give then your 
‘Pardon, and the wholé Remains I have of Life fhall ftudy to deferve it, for 
be affur’d, Sir, that with meno MiltrefS, nor any Pleafure wanton Youth j is 
fond of, can- oleate like Reconcilement to my Father. 
Sir Fumb. Thou haft o’ercome me; blefs ye, kind Providence, and give me 


*. pow your Pardons for my Weaknefs. | [Raifes.’ CM Upr 


— Mifs Gatty. On aw! ivads, 'm glad my Uncle’s Friends with me; but his 
: ftubble Beard prickc me tho’ grievoufly when he kifft me. [To Fred. 
Fred..1 mufi prefume to introduce my Friend, Sir, a Man of Honour, and 
deferves my Sifter. [ Queenlove. and Lucia Aieel. 
Sir Femb. My Blefling on ye, rife, you will fee my Tears elfe. [Raifes em, 
Queen. Sit, you from this time ne’er. fhall have occafion for any Trouble 
by my want of Duty. 


Lucia. Nor fhall a Minute of my Life hereafter be pent Without bleft 


_ Thoughts of your Indulgence. 

Sir Fumb. Madam, to argue with you will lofe time, your Plots being at 
an end, l now may breath, and only let you know, what the Law gives ye 
you may make bold with, ‘but my Bed no more. 

Lady. If Curfes had Effe&ts like Spells of Witchcraft, ining T would dole 
"em yonder 5 but fince nothing can bring to pafS the bent of my Revenge, 
Pil make-’em by a fullen gloomy Air, | 
e Believe that is Contempi which is Defpair. 

Prob. Ah! burn me like a Toaft, I find I’m more likely to be kickt than 
pteferr’d, as things go now, therefore Pll ¢’en fteal off. 

Pift. Monfieur Sir Ezmbler, me do find-‘dat here be ver ftrange Conclufion 
of Affair, and derefore de Sum of” Money and Jewel which you have of me, 
once more me tink ver reafonable, dat you muft refund. | 

Sir Fumb. Not a Groats-worth, Sif, cill your great Monarch’s an eins 7 
Atell you once more. | 

ae Begar den me vill fwingepou off by de Law; mevill. 

Comb. =e ye, Monfi “—* One x6 word: of ‘bouncing and I'll have io fentto - 
| | Cugaté > 


mes nately regale its Friends. Marriage, methinks, has given me.new 
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. You bave forgot fince you own’d your fetf a French Spy toat 
tleman in Difguife at Sir Fumb/ers; look ye, [am the Man. ES 
Pift. Oh! Morbleau, me fall be hang ; Ecote; I befeech you, Sir, rio mo reof 
dat, and me haveone hunder Piftole vor prefent to you, my Son Don ea 
woo be now upon fome ver grand Affaire, fall give you, ane Purfe full. Pees 
Comb. Well, Sir, I fhall talk with you ahout it. a 
Piff. Oh! here be my Son, begar, and fome great Lady; me inper'e eat 
he is marry; oh! he have de large Head, ver wife, ver wife... * = 
\. Enter Don Tomazo, az ‘d Smicket maskd. t 
D. Tom. Now, Sigiidr, I hope | may bebold to fay; voto, ¥ haveaniue ord “ | 
our morofe Punctilio with a Stratagem natural to our Spanifh Polivgied es 
i have bob’d your wife Guardian Mayor too, who, I hear, is crackt-brain’ a 
| yonder for lofS of his Heirefs, whom | have atchieved and tarried here a 
{pite of ye by dint of Brain and Merit. ge 
Fred. Ha, ha, ha, who does Don Diego talk of, what HeirefS? ~ is | 
Queen. Nay, I know not, ovet Management of his Spanifh Punétilio, voto, 
I believe, has crackt him too. 
Pit. Let ame fee, let a me fee, dis muft be fome grand Dutchefs or Infante 1s 
D. Tom. Dona Gertruda, unvail, and fhine upon the Company. [ She wamasks. 
Fred. How! Mrs. Smicket, I commend her, ifaith; fhe has cakes 
Bloring Spaniard, and got a Husband into the bargain; gramercy, “ae a 
armalade Maker, J wifh thee Joy. ye 
Sir Fumb. Ha ha, ha, this is a monftrous great Lady indeed, Mon: cur a te 
fome Infanta at leaft. a: 
 _ Mifs Gatty. Why how now, Smicker, what have you been: laying he* 
Fool, and ba: without my Knowledge, hah, who fhall put me to F Bed 
now to Night J wonder ? A 4 
_ Smick. Truly I mutt beg your Pardon at prefent, Madam, Pm otherwife 
ingag’d now. 
_D. Tom. Iam diferacid: abus’d, undone, voto, I will never Deoteae to be 
a Politician more, sae 
Piff. Vata diable is dat, vat aile my Son? a. 
Sir Fumb. Why nothing, but for the Honour of France and Spain; he has 5. | 
married a Chambermaid wich five Pair of old Shoes, and twody’d N ightgownss 74 
inftead of a Fifty thoufand Pound Heirefs, that’s all: oe) 
Queen. Oh’ he has a large Head, Monfieur, ver wife, ver wife. 
Pit. Begar, den ic be certain de Politique of France and Spain be quite” 
_ out of Door, noting profper dat dey take in Hand: Oh! Jerny de Chamber- 
‘maid! begar, mie fall tink of noting but brufha de Comb, lace de Stay, ar d 
| menda de Stocking as long as me Jive. | 
Fred. And now, Sir, if you pleafe, we'll by confent be merry, and forge =f 
all Differences, the Old Houfe and the New fhall be united, and = M 
/ elne.« 
and cleerd the Ruft of Vice that ftuck pp” me, befides the ss of new Wn 
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